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Brady*  wore  marched  into  the  masked  assemblage  and  tied  back  to  back,  the  man  with  tho 
whip  standing  guard.  "Gentlemen,”  said  the  Mask  who  mot  them,  "lot  mo 
introduce  the  most  notorious  of  butters-in  and  spies— tho  Bradys.” 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  GALL  FROil  “OLD  KING  COPPER’S”  SON. 

The  storv  which  we  are  about  to  relate  has  to  do  with 
one  of  the  deepest  mysteries  which  ever  puzzled  Wall 

street.  New  York. 

9  # 

The  names  we  employ  are  necessarily  fictitious,  but  by 
all  who  remember  the  incidents  the  chief  actors  will  be 
readily  recognized. 

The  beginning  of  the  case  was  the  visit  paid  by  young 
Dodgling  to  the  Bradys  at  their  old  house  on  Washington 
Square,  on  the  night  of  May  24th. 

It  was  a  night  of  rain,  a  terrible  storm — the  “blossom” 
storm,  farmers  called  it — was  sweeping  up  the  Atlantic 
coast.  ' 

.Young  King  Brady,  who  had  been  to  the  police  head¬ 
quarters  on  Mulberry  street,  was  returning  on  foot  at 
about  eleven  o’clock. 

As  he  struck  across  Washington  Square,  where  the  wind 
has  full  sweep,  it  almost  fcok  him  off  his  feet. 

“Harry,”  as  Old  King  Brady  always  calls  his  partner, 
closed  his  umbrella,  knowing  that  it  would  go  inside  out 
next  moment,  and  pulling  his  hat  down  over  his  eyes  start¬ 
ed  across  the  Square. 

The  wind  sweeping  through  the  old  trees  twisted  and 
bent  their  branches  in  every  direction;  it  seemed  every 
instant  as  if  one  must  snap  and  come  crashing  down  upon 
Harry’s  head. 

The  benches  where  the  park  lodgers  camp  out  for  the 
night  were  deserted,  so  far  as  Harry  could  see,  save  for 
one  dismal  old  man  who  wore  a  dripping  plug  hat,  with 
the  collar  of  his  black  broadcloth  coat  turned  up  un¬ 
der  his  ears. 

There  he  sat,  with  his  legs  thrust  out,  and  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  too  drunk  or  too  dejected  to  move. 

Harry  wondered  which. 

To  satisfy  his  curiosity  he  tossed  him  ten  cents,  and  saw 
the  fellow  make  a  bee  line  for  the  nearest  saloon  on  Fourth 

street. 

“That  beautiful  bird  could  pick  up  a  free  load  without 
the  least  difficulty  if  there  were  other  fools  like  me  cross¬ 
ing  the  Square  to-night,”  Young  King  Brady  said  to  him- 
*elf.  “The  trouble  is,  I’m  the  only  one.” 

But  was  he? 

At  this  very  moment  he  saw  a  young  man  wearing  a 
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light-weight  ulster  and  a  courderoy  cap  coming  into  view 
through  Washington  Arch. 

His  hands  were  buried  deep  in  his  pockets,  and  his  head 
was  bent  against  the  storm. 

He  turned  into  the  walk  which  Harry  was  following, 
and  strode  on. 

Young  King  Brady,  watching  him  because  there  was 
no  one  else  to  wratch,  saw  him  pause  at  the  other  end  of 
the  Square,  and  stand  looking  at  the  line -of  old  houses 
across  the  way. 

Harry  pushed  on,  and  as  he  was  about  passing  the 
young  man  the  question  which  he  half  expected  came : 

“Beg  pardon,  but  do  you  live  around  here?” 

“Why,  yes,”  replied  Harry.  “What  is  it  you  want?” 

The  face  which  was  turned  toward  him  was  frank,  open, 
and  intelligent. 

But  at  the  same  time  it  carried  with  it  a  worried  look, 
which  Young  King  Brady  did  not  fail  to  observe. 

“I  was  looking  for  the  house  of  Old  King  Brady,  the 
detective,”  was  the  answer.  “I  have  forgotten  the  num¬ 
ber — should  have  written  it  down.  I  believe  it  is  some¬ 
where  on  this  block.” 

“It  is.  I  am  going  there  myself.” 

“Oh,  indeed.  Would  you  mind  if  I  went  with  you, 
then?  That  would  solve  the  whole  problem.” 

“Not  at  all.  Come  right  along.” 

“Do — do  you  live  there?  I  don’t  want  to  be  inquisi¬ 
tive,  but - ” 

“Yes,  I  live  there.” 

“Do  you  know  if  Mr.  Brady  is  home?” 

“No,  I  don’t.  I  haven’t  been  there  since  morning,  but  I 
daresay  he  is.  If  not,  he  certainly  soon  will  be.  Just 
come  along  with  me.” 

“You  are  awfully  kind.  May  I  ask  one  more  question?” 

“As  many  as  you  like — certainly.” 

“Then  are  you  Young  King  Brady?” 

“I  am.” 

“I  am  so  glad  I  met  you.  Just  what  I  did  not  want  to 
do  was  to  go  ringing  all  the  bells  on  the  block  inquiring 
for  a  detective.” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort  will  be  necessary.  Here  we  are.” 

Harry  ran  up  the  steps  and  opened  the  door  with  his 
latch-key. 

“I  take  it  for  granted  that  you  want  to  consult  us  on 
business?”  he  said. 

“Oh,  yes.  I’ll  give  you  my  card  when  we  get  inside. 
It  is  an  awful  night,  and  my  coat  is  soaked  through.” 

“It  is  a  rough  night.  Just  take  your  coat  ofT,  and  our 
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man  will  dry  it  for  you  by  the  kitchen  fire.  You  are  lucky 
to  have  such  a  one.  An  umbrella  to-night  isn’t  of  the 
least  use.” 

“That  you,  Harry?”  called  a  voice  from  the  back  par¬ 
lor, 

“Yes — there  he  is.” 

The  first  was  shouted,  the  last  spoken  in  a  low  tone. 

“Old  King  Brady?”  asked  the  visitor. 

“Yes.” 

“I  am  so  relieved.” 

“Come  right  in.” 

Harry,  having  now'  laid  aside  his  own  overcoat,  led  the 
way  into  a  comfortably  furnished  library  in  the  rear  of  a 
gloomy  parlor  which  the  detectives  seldom  use. 

Here  sat  a  tall,  elderly  gentleman  of  striking  appear¬ 
ance  ancT  peculiar  dress. 

He  wore  a  long  blue  coat  of  antique  cut,  carrying  a 
double  row  of  flat,  brass  buttons  down  the  front. 

Old  King  Brady  affects  this  unusual  dress  for  reasons 
of  his  own,  -which  even  Harry  has  never  been  quite  able 
to  fathom. 

In  addition  to  the  coat  he  always,  when  not  in  disguise, 
wears  an  old-fashioned  stock,  in  connection  with  a  stand- 
up  collar. 

But  Old  King  Brady’s  especial  trademark,  so  to  speak, 
is  a  big  white  hat  with  its  enormously  broad  brim. 

This,  it  is  unnecessary  to  say,  he  did  not  have  on  at 
the  present  time. 

“This  gentleman  wishes  to  consult  us,”  said  Harry,  mo¬ 
tioning  his  visitor  toward  a  chair. 

“Here  is  my  card,  gentlemen.” 

fThe  young  man  handed  Harry  a  card,  which  read  : 
“Mr.  John  H.  Dodgling,  Jr.,  2  East  8 — th  street.” 
“Well!”  thought  Harry,  as  he  passed  it  along. 

tit  was  the  card  of  the  son  of  one  of  the  richest  of  New 
York’s  multimillionaires. 

Nearly  everybody  knows  John  H.  Dodgling,  the  “soap- 
fat  king,”  as  he  was  originally  called, 
i  Starting  in  life  with  a  tin  kettle  on  his  shoulder,  col¬ 
lecting  grease  from  door  to  door,  John  H.  Dodgling  finally 
became  the  head  of  the  soap  trust. 

Passing  from  this  to  mining  interests,  he  ended  by  ob¬ 
taining  control  of  the  copper  production  of  the  United 
States. 

By  many  devious  paths  and  strange  manipulations,  the 
dollars  rolled  in  upon  him,  until  now  his  dollars  had  in¬ 
creased  beyond  counting. 

“Old  King  Copper”  was  the  name  by  which  John  H. 
Dodgling  was  known  to  Wall  street  at  the  time  of  which 
we  write. 

“Be  seated,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  laying  the  card  upon 
the  table.  “What  is  it  you  wish?” 

His  manner  was  somewhat  cold. 

Old  King  Brady  is  peculiar  in  other  things  than  the 
matter  of  dress. 

He  has  little  use  Iot  New  Y'ork’s  very  rich  men,  and 
bns  refused  many  a  liberal  offer  to  do  their  dirty  work. 


“I  am  greatly  troubled  about  my  father,”  replied  young 
Dodgling,  dropping  into  a  chair. 

He  looked  it  He  was  only  a  great  big  boy,  and  he  had 
yet  to  learn  the  art  of  keeping  his  feelings  from  display¬ 
ing  themselves  upon  his  face  which  his  father  knew  so 
well'. 

“What’s  the  trouble?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 
“State  your  case  briefly.  I  may  take  up  with  it  and  I 
may  not.  I  shall  want  to  hear  all  about  it  first.” 

“You  know  of  my  father,  of  course,  Mr.  Brady?”  young 
Dodgling  asked. 

“Of  course.” 

“And  I  suppose,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  you  hate 
and  despise  him.” 

Old  King  Brady  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  Mr.  Dodgling’s  acquaint¬ 
ance,”  he  said,  “but  I  had  the  honor  of  refusing  a  case 
of  his  once.” 

“I  know.  My  father  is  a  hard  man,  but  he  is  still  my 
father,  and  I  am  his  only  child.  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe  that  he  has  fallen  into  serious  trouble,  and  some¬ 
thing  must  be  done.  For  all  I  can  tell  he  may  even  have 
been  murdered.” 

“Is  it  as  serious  as  that?” 

“Just  as  serious.” 

“Explain.” 

“Well,  you  know  that  father’s  offices  are  on  the  twelfth 
floor  of  his  building,  No.  —  Wall  street.” 

“Yres.” 


For  the  last  three  years  he  has  practically  lived  there. 
He  seldom  comes  home.  He  has  a  sleeping  room  fitted  up 
there,  and  a  Japanese  valet  to  look  after  his  wants.  Once 
he  retires  behind  a  certain  door  the  orders  are  that  under 
no  consideration  must  he  be  disturbed.  Even  I  do  not 
dare  to  attempt  to  communicate  with  him.” 

“Foolish  man!  He  might  die  in  those  secret  rooms 
some  day.” 

“As  I  have  often  told  him.  However,  I  have  not  the 
slightest  influence  over  him.  Ever  since  my  mother’s 
death  he  has  treated  me  with  coldness  and  severitv.  I  tell 
you,  Mr.  Brady,  there  have  been  times  when  I  wished  that 
all  his  money  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea — but  no  mat¬ 
ter!  My  troubles  don’t  interest  you.  The  point  is  that 
father  shut  himself  up  in  his  private  rooms  three  days 
ago,  and  has  given  no  sign  of  life  since.  No  one  dares  to 
break  in  on  him,  and  his  private  secretary,  Mr.  James 
Fraleigh,  will  neither  take  the  responsibility  himself,  nor 
allow  me  to  do  it.  Something  ought  to  be  done.” 

“But  the  Japanese  valet?” 

“Oh,  father  discharged  him  last  week,  and  up  to  the 
time  he  shut  himself  in  there  he  had  engaged  no  other.” 

“Then  he  is  supposed  to  be  alone  in  there?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does  Mr.  Fraleigh  stand  guard  at  the  door?” 

“He  is  in  the  outer  office  all  . day.  There  are  always  two 
detectives  there  at  night.” 

“To  chase  away  process  servers?” 
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"Don't  Vo  sarcastic,  Mr.  Brady.  I  have  come  to  you 
for  help.  Unless  I  appeal  to  the  police  I  don’t  know 
hat  else  to  do.” 

“There,  there,  boy!  I’ll  help  you  if  I  can.  You  want 
me  to  go  down  there?” 

“If  you  only  would.  You  are  an  officer — you  can  force 
your  way  in.  With,  me  to  give  you  authority  I  don’t  see 
how  they  can  refuse.” 

"What  is  your  idea  of  the 'matter?  Have  you  any  real 
son  to  suspect  foul  play?” 

“Perhaps  you  may  think  me  foolish,  but  I  do  suspect 
James  Fraleigh.  Father  has  so  many  enemies.  If  Fra- 
leigh  should  have  sold  him  out  there  is  no  telling  what 
may  have  happened.” 

“It  would  be  very  easy  for  you  to  get  an  order  from 
the  police  authorizing  you  to  break  down  that  door.” 

“I  know,  but  then  the  papers.  Just  think  how  they 
have  roasted  my  father.  If  it  is  all  right,  and  he  is  just 
keeping  under  cover  for  his  own  purposes,  he  would  be 
furious.” 

“With  you?” 

“Oh,  yes!  He  never  spares  me.” 

“Is  it  your  idea  to  go  to-night?” 

“lYs.  The  watchman  at  the  door  is  a  decent  fellow. 
He  will  let  us  in.  I  have  had  a  talk  with  him  about  the 
matter.  He  agrees  with  me  that  something  ought  to  be 
done. 

“I  suppose  we  may  as  well  go,  Harry,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  turning  to  his  partner. 

“I  am  ready.  I  suppose  we  may  have  to  put  up  a 
fight.” 

“Jones  and  McNally  will  never  dare  to  interfere  with 
me  if  I  have  the  Bradys  at  my  back,”  young  Dodgling  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“Those  must  be  the  two  detectives?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  think  you  are  right.  If  they  attempt  to  interfere 
with  me  I  shall  certainly  make  it  very  uncomfortable  for 
them.  Are  they  both  there?” 

“Yes;  every  night.  They  pace  the  corridor  of  the  12th 
floor.  Another  detective  is  on  duty  in  the  day-time.” 

“Does  anvone  know  vou  have  come  to  us?” 

“I  hope  not.  I  have  had  an  idea  for  the  last  three 
days  that  my  movements  have  been  spied  upon.  There 
always  seems  to  be  somebody  following  at  my  heels.  That 
b  why  I  did  not  come  in  my  automobile  or  take  a  cab. 
I  ju-t  took  the  cars,  and  I  think  I  have  given  them  the 
slip.” 

“Very  good.  We  will  telephone  for  a  cab  and  go  down 
there,  Harry,  just  see  if  anybody  is  watching  the  house.” 

Young  King  Brady  was  gone  some  minutes,  during 
which  time  the  old  detective  questioned  “Jack”  Dodgling, 
as  his  friends  called  him,  further  about  the  matter. 

“If  there  is  anyone  watching  I  can’t  make  it  out,” 
HaiTy  reported  on  returning. 

“Very  good,”  mid  Old  King  Brady.  “Call  a  cab.” 


Harry  worked  the  telephone,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
cab  was  at  the  door. 

The  Bradys  and  Jack  Dodgling  entered  it,  and  yere 
driven  downtown. 


CHAPTER  II. 

•  i 

UNEARTHING  A  WALL  STREET  MYSTERY. 

The  Dodgling  Building  on  Wall  street  is  one  of  the 
plainest  of  the  skyscrapers,  and  at  the  same  time  one  of 
the  most  massive  and  solidly  constructed,  having  been 
built  not  with  a  steel  frame  as  is  the  modern  custom,  but 
of  solid  stone. 

Here  hundreds  of  brokers  and  bankers  have  offices,  but 
the  entire  12th  floor  was  at  the  time  we  write  occupied  by 
John  H.  Dodgling’s  many  enterprises. 

This  was  the  headquarters  of  the  Soap  Trust,  and  of 
the  National  Copper  Co. 

The  offices  on  the  12th  floor  were  guarded  like  a  for¬ 
tress. 

They  were  the  terror  of  process  servers. 

Every  day  in  the  week  somebody  was  trying  to  serve 
papers  on  Old  King  Copper,  but  few  ever  succeeded. 

Many  a  luckless  fellow  bad  been  roughly  handled  by  the 
private  detective  who  hovered  about  the  Copper  King  for 
making  the  attempt. 

That  the  man  lived  in  the  building  much  of  his  time 
had,  however,  been  kept  a  profound  secret,  and  even  Old 
King  Brad}r,  who  professed  to  know  so  much  about  New 
York,  had  never  heard  of  this  before. 

Therefore  the  curiosity  of  the  old  detective  was  some¬ 
what  excited. 

He  saw  at  a  glance  that  for  a  gang  of  shrewd  Wall 
street  operators  to  get  possession  of  the  person  of  Old 
King  Copper  might  spell  millions  to  those  who  put  up  the 
job. 

Thus  he  was  secretly  pleased  to  take  up  with  Jack 
Dodgling’s  case. 

This  was  very  different  from  doing  dirty  work  for  a 
multimillionaire. 

Wall  street  at  night  is  nearly  always  deserted,  hut  on 
this  particular  night  it  was  positively  dismal. 

The  rain  was  coming  down  in  torrents  when  the  detec¬ 
tives  and  their  companion  left  the  cab. 

A  private  detective  whose  beat  lay  upon  this  block  im¬ 
mediately  came  forward  to  see  what  wa£  doing. 

lie  was  wrapped  in  a  rubber  coat,  and  wore  an  old 
slouch  hat  over  his  eyes. 

“Who  are  you?  What  do  you  want  here?”  he  roughly 
demanded  of  Harry  and  Jack  Dodgling,  who  were  first 
out  of  the  cab. 

But  then,  as  he  saw  Old  King  Brady  get  out  he  prompt¬ 
ly  changed  his  tone. 
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‘'Oh,  it  is  you,  Mr.  Brady!”  he  exclaimed.  “A  dread¬ 
ful  night.”  —  .  __ 

“It  is  indeed,  Kelly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “We 
have  business  in  the  Dodgling  building.  How  do  we  get' 
in,  do  vou  know?” 

“Well,  I  can  call  the  night  watchman;  but  I  doubt  if 
eyen  you  can  get  in  there.  It  is  more  than  I  can  do 
myself.” 

“If  you  will  get  the  watchman  at  the  gate  we  can  man¬ 
age  it,”  said  Jack,  as  we  shall  hereafter  call  the  young 
man.  “If  you  can’t  do  that  I  can.” 

“Mr.  Dodgling’s  son,  Kelly,”  said  the' old  detective. 

“Oh,”  said  Kelly.  “I  see.  That’s  all  right,  then.  I’ll 
give  the  ring.” 

Advancing  to  the  ponderous  iron  grill  which  guarded 
the  entrance  to  the  building,  he  pressed  the  electric  bell 
three  times. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  a  man  with  a  lantern  appeared 
behind  the  bars. 

“Oh!  It  is  you,  is  it,  sir?”  he  said.  “You  have  come 
just  in  good  time.” 

He  opened  the  gate,  and  admitted  them  to  the  inner 
hall.  * 

Jack  introduced  the  Bradys,  and  the  watchman  was, 
in  turn,  introduced  to  them  under  the  name  of  McManus. 

“They  are  both  gone,  Mr.  Jack,”  he  said.  “Whatever  it 
means,  both  of  them  threw  up  their  jobs  this  afternoon.” 

“Yrou  mean  Jones  and  McNally,  the  night  detectives,” 
demanded  Jack. 

“l'es.  They  never  gave  Mr.  Fraleigh  a  minute’s  notice, 
but  just  come  in  to  say  they  had  quit.” 

“And  how  did  Fraleigh  take  it?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

McManus  looked  at  Jack. 

“Shall  I  answer?”  he  asked. 

“Certainly,”  replied  Jack.  “Mr.  Brady  has  taken  charge 
of  this  mystery  for  me.” 

“He  was  very  mad  about  it,  so,”  said  McManus.  “He 
took  on  at  a  great  rate.” 

“He  did,  eh?”  retorted  Jack.  “Well,  then,  did  he  trv  to 
communicate  with  my  father?” 

“He  told  me  that  he  had  seen  the  old  gentleman,  and 
that  he  was  all  right,  Mr.  Jack.” 

“So?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “Then  perhaps  we 
are  not  needed  here  after  all.” 

“Don’t  you  believe  a  word  of  it!”  cried  Jack.  “Fraleigh 
told  me  the  exact  contrary  late  this  afternoon,  and  what 
is  more,  he  never  said  a  word  about  these  men  having 
left.” 

‘‘Ah!”  said  McManus.  “It’s  none  of  my  business,  av 
coorse,  but  if  the  ould  gentleman  was  my  father  I  would 
say  that  something  ought  to  be  done.” 

“And  something  is  going  to  be  done  right  now,”  said 
Jack.  “Is  there  no  one  in  the  building,  then,  but  you?” 

“An’  my  family,  an’  yerselves.” 

“Quite  a  lot  of  us  all  together,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“McManus,  is  your  elevator  running?  I  don't  feel  am- 
bilious  to  walk  up  twelve  pair  of  stairs.” 


“It  can  be  made  to  run,  then,”  replied  the  watchman. 
“This  way,  gentlemen,  if  you  please.” 

They  were  lifted  to  the  12th  floor,  and  by  the  watch¬ 
man  admitted  to  Mr.  Dodgling’s  palatial  offices. 

The  private  office  was  furnished  more  elaborately  than 
any  the  Bradys  had  ever  seen. 

But  with  this  we  have  no  concern,  save  to  mention  that 
over  at  one  side  was  a  portiere  of  some  expensive  mate¬ 
rial. 

Jack  pushed  this  aside,  revealing  a  painted  door,  upon 
which  he  struck  his  clenched  fist. 

“Solid  steel,”  he  said.  “Behind  this  are  my  father's 
private  apartments.  McManus,  give  him  the  signal.  We 
will  soon  see  whether  he  is  in  there  or  not.” 

“Stay!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Suppose  he  does  not 
answer?  How  do  you  propose  to  open  the  door 'in  that 
case?” 

“I  have  a  key  which  he  gave  me  over  a  year  ago,”  re¬ 
plied  Jack. 

“Very  good.  McManus,  have  you  made  any  attempt 
to  communicate  with  Air.  Dodgling?” 

“No,  sir.  It  is  forbid.” 

“But  suppose  the  building  takes  fire?” 

“I  am  to  give  him  the  signal.  I  press  this  button  five 
times.  Them’s  his  orders,  sir.  What’s  more,  Mr.  Fra¬ 
leigh  told  me  that  if  I  ever  attempted  to  communicate 
with  him  for  any  other  reason  I  should  get  the  bounce.” 

“Bing,”  said  Jack. 

Five  times  the  button  was  pressed. 

There  was  no  answer  after  a  five  minutes’  wait,  during  ■ 
which  McManus  gave  the  fire  signal  three  times. 

“Now,  Mr.  Dodgling,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  turning  to 
Jack. 

The  young  man  produced  a  peculiar  key,  and  fitted  it 
into  the  lock. 

The  Bradys  could  hear  the  bolts  shoot  back,  but  the 
door  refused  to  open. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  cried  Harry. 

“Something  holds  it,”  was  the  reply. 

“Let  me  try,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“There  is  something  against  it,”  he  said  after  one  or 
two  ineffectual  attempts. 

“Is  it  barred?”  asked  Harry. 

“I  don’t  think  so.” 

Sure,  there  s  no  bars  behind  there,  nor  place  to  put 
’em,”  declared  McManus. 

“Come,  altogether,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are 
here  for  business.  Let  us  put  this  thing  through.” 

They  crowded  together  then,  and  threw  their  united 
strength  against  the  door. 

It  yielded  slightly. 

Apparently  there  was  some*  heavy  piece  of  furniture 
behind  it. 

“Once  more!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

Again  they  threw  their  united  strength  against  the 
door. 
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There  w.  >  a  crash,  ami  the  door  moved  inward  enough 
to  allov  a  man  to  slip  through. 

Jack  was  starting  to  enter  when  Old  King  Brady  caught 
him  by  the  shoulder  and  pulled  him  back. 

“Wait!’’  he  breathed.  “Let  us  see  if  there  is  anything 
doing  first.” 

They  listened,  but  not  a  sound  could  be  heard  behind 
the  door. 

“Go  on,  Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Harry  produced  his  little  electric  dark  lantern,  and 
slipped  in  behind  the  door. 

They  heard  him  dragging  something  away,  and  then  he 
opened  the  door  wide. 

There  lav  the  wreck  of  a  heavy  mahogany  bookcase, 
which  had  been  placed  against  the  door. 

The  room  was  but  a  small  and  plainly  furnished  one. 

Beyond  it,  toward  the  rear  of  the  building,  opened  an¬ 
other  room,  equally  dark. 

“Great  heavens,  there  is  something  wrong!”  gasped 
Jack.  “My  father  is  dead!  This  should  never  have  been 
allowed  to  run  so  long.” 

“Sure,  an’  that  thing  falling  made  noise  enough  to  wake 
the  siven  sleepers,”  muttered  McManus. 

“Lead  on,  Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Push 
through  to  the  other  room.” 

Here  the  furnishing  was  that  of  a  bed-room. 

It  was  also  in  simple  style. 

The  bed  was  tumbled  up  and  had  evidently  been  slept 

in. 

It  was  partly  pulled  out  from  the  wall  also. 

Two  chairs  lav  overturned. 

4/ 

A  double  student  lamp  was  a  wreck  upon  the  floor, 
mixed  up  with  a?  table-cloth  and  two  books.  The  table 
from  which  these  things  had  come  lay  on  its  side. 

“There  has  been  a  struggle  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“You  must  prepare  for  the  worst,  Mr.  Dodgling.” 

The  remainder  of  the  suite  was  hurriedly  examined. 

But  the  dead  body  of  John  H.  Dodgling,  which  Old 
King  Brady  fully  expected  to  see,  was  not  found. 

The  next  was  the  dining-room. 

This  was  not  in  disorder,  except  for  the  remains  of  a 
meal  which  lay  spread  upon  the  table. 

Beyond  was  a  little  room  with  cupboard  and  a  sink  for 
washing  dishes,  and  a  gas  arrangement  for  light  cooking. 

Beyond  that  again  was  a  small  bedroom  which  Jack  said 
bad  been  occupied  by  Mr.  Dodgling’s  Japanese  valet. 

This  was  all. 

No  trace  of  the  man  of  many  millions  could  be  found. 

Bui  the  mystery  was  a  deep  one. 

Assaulted  and  dragged  from  his  bed,  Mr.  Dodgling  had 
apparently  been. 

Indeed,  there  were  bloodstains  upon  the  floor  near  the 

bed. 

It  looked  as  if  the  millionaire  had  been  attacked  sud¬ 
denly  in  his  sleep. 

When  dragged  out  of  bed  his  head  had  apparently 
it  ruck  upon  the  floor,  and  had  bled. 
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But  the  mysterious  part  was  the  presence  of  the  heavy 
mahogany  bookcase  against  the  outer  door. 

Both  Jack  and  McManus  declared  that  there  was  no 
other  means  of  entrance  or  exit  to  these  private  apart¬ 
ments  save  by  the  windows,  and  these  were  nearly  two 
hundred  feet  up  from  the  ground. 

Of  course,  the  moving  of  this  heavy  piece  of  furniture 
could  only  have  been  effected  from  the  inside. 

How,  then,  had  the  abductors  of  the  millionaire  man¬ 
aged  to  get  away  with  their  victim? 

Jack  grew  greatly  excited,  and  began  to  talk  of  murder 
and  the  like. 

“Just  come  here  a  minute,  young  man,”  said  the  old 
detective,  taking  him  by  the  arm. 

He  drew  him  into  the  Jap’s  little  room,  and  shut  the 
door. 

“You  want  to  take  this  quietly,”  he  said.  “You  must 
not  talk  so!” 

“But,  Mr.  Brady,  he  is  my  father,  and  even  if  all  the 
world  does  hate  and  despise  him,  I - ” 

“Oh,  I  know!  But  remember,  even  that  man  McManus 
may  be  in  the  plot.  You  must  be  careful  what  you  say.” 

“I  leave  all  in  your  hands,  Mr.  Brady.  I  can’t  begin  to 
tell  you  how  thankful  I  am  that  I  brought  you  here.” 

“And  now  that  we  are  here  we  want  to  solve  this  mys¬ 
tery,  and  we  must.  Our  professional  reputation  is  at 
stake.” 

“Spare  no  pains.  If  you  want  money - ” 

“Not  a  cent!  Not  a  cent  until  we  have  finished  this 
business.  Now  tell  me,  who  owns  the  property  next  door?” 

“Both  buildings  belong  to  my  father.” 

“A's  I  remembered  it.  They  were  not  built  at  the  same 
time,  however.” 

“I’m  sure  I  don’t  know.” 

“But  I  cte.  I  remember  when  both  were  built.” 

“What  do  you  think?” 

“There  are  two  theories  to  be  entertained.” 

“And  those  are?” 

“First  a  secret  passage  leading  through  the  wall  into 
the  next  building.” 

“It  seems  incredible.” 

“Second  that  in  some  way  your  father  was  carried  out 
of  one  of  these  windows,  across  this  well  out  here,  and  into 
the  offices  beyond.” 

“That  is  possible.” 

“What  are  those  offices?” 

“They  are  occupied  by  the  National  Copper  Company, 
of  which  my  father  is  president.” 

“You  don’t  happen  to  know  who  is  on  the  other  side  of 
this  wall  in  the  next  building?” 

“No.  I  have  no  idea.” 

“Your  father  has  no  private  office  in  there?” 

“No,  indeed.  These  are  his  only  offices,  as  far  as  I 
ever  heard.” 

“Very  well,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Then  all  to  be 
said  now  is  that  we  must  get  to  work  and  probe  this  mys¬ 
tery  to  the  end.” 
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CHAPTER  III. 

HAVING  IT  OUT  WITH  SECRETARY  F RALEIGH. 

Releasing  Jack  Dodgling,  Old  King  Brady  took  Mc¬ 
Manus,  the  watchman,  into  the  bedroom. 

He  questioned  the  man  closely,  but  in  the  end  became 
convinced  that  he  was  perfectly  sincere,  and  knew  noth¬ 
ing  whatever  about  the  affair. 

“Who  is  your  immediate  boss,  outside  of  Mr.  Dodg¬ 
ling?”  he  asked. 

“Mr.  White,  the  superintendent  of  the  building,”  was 
the  reply. 

“Very  good;  you  will  see  him  in  the  morning?” 

“Yes!” 

“Then  tell  him  exactly  what  has  happened,  but  hold 
yourself  subject  to  young  Dodgling’s  orders — see?” 

“That  is,  if  I  get  the  bounce  I  don’t  go?” 

“Exactly.  You’ll  not  get  the  bounce.  In  the  mean¬ 
time,  remember  that  it  is  of  the  highest  importance  that 
this  business  should  be  kept  secret.  You  understand?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  will  not  speak  of  it  to  anyone  but  Mr.  White.” 

“How  about  Mr.  Fraleigh?” 

“Refer  him  to  young  Dodgling.” 

“Very  good,  sir.  I’ll  do  as  Mr.  Jack  says.” 

“You  will  do  as  I  say,  unless  you  are  anxious  to  get 
yourself  into  trouble,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  meaning¬ 
ly.  “Now  go.” 

For  the  next  hour  the  Bradys  and  Jack  spent  their  time 
searching  for  some  secret  exit  to  the  room. 

None  was  discovered. 

And  yet  in  such  matters  the  Bradys  are  most  expert. 

It  was  nearly  three  o’clock  when  they  left  the  building, 
and  before  doing  so  Old  King  Brady  put  a  seal  on  the 
door. 

“You  want  to  be  here  early  enough  to-morrow  morning 
to  avoid  any  possibility  of  this  man  Fraleigh  getting  ahead 
of  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  they  walked  up  Wall 
street,  for  the  cab  had  been  dismissed. 

“I’ll  put  up  at  a  hotel  somewhere,”  replied  Jack.  “But 
I  wish  one  of  you  could  be  with  me  when  I  meet  Fra¬ 
leigh.”  > 

“You  do  not  like  him?” 

“No.  I  detest  him.  That  he  has  turned  my  father 
against  me  I  feel  certain.” 

“He  has  a  complete  ihsight  into  your  father’s  private 
affairs  ?” 

“No,  indeed.  No  one  has  that.  He  knows  more  than 
anyone  else,  though.” 

.“Including  yourself?” 

“I  know  nothing  at  all.” 

“^ou  can  come  home  with  us.  Harry  will  go  down 
there  with  yon  in  the  morning.” 

“1  should  be  very  glad  to  have  it  arranged  that  way.” 

“1  hen  it  shall  be.  Now  look  here,  say  nothing  about 


the  Bradys  when  you  meet  the  man.  Just  tell  him  that 
Harry  is  a  friend  of  yours.  Tell  him  that  you  and  he 
broke  in  here  last  night.” 

“I’ll  do  it;  but  how  about  McManus?” 

“I  have  warned  him  to  hold  his  tongue  except  to  tne 
superintendent  of  the  building,  Mr.  White.  Is  there  any 
danger  of  his  being  down  before  Fraleigh?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“lrou  had  better  see  him  first  thing  in  the  morning,  tnd 
tell  him  to  refer  everyone  to  you,  and  say  nothing  at  all.” 

“I’ll  do  it.” 

“Pardon  me,  but  do  you  ever  go  out  into  society?”  • 

“Never.” 

“What  do  you  go  in  for?” 

“I  am  studying  electrical  work  just  now.  I  am  alone 
by  myself  in  our  great  house  most  of  the  time.” 

“Has  your  father  never  talked  of  taking  you  into  his 
business?” 

“Never.  He  treats  me  as  though  I  was  a  fool.” 

“You  want  to  change  all  that,  and  prepare  to  take  your 
place  in  the  world,  young  man,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“If  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  so,  it  is  your  father  who  is 
the  fool — not  you.” 

“Oh,  don’t  say  anything  against  him  now,  Mr.  Brady. 
He  may  be  dead.” 

“It  may  be  so,  but  I  don’t  believe  it.  Old  King  Cop¬ 
per  may  be  worth  a  lot  as  a  prisoner  to  some  of  these  Wall 
street  crooks,  but  I  fail  to  see  what  he  would  be  worth 
dead.”  • 

Old  King  Brady  changed  the  subject  then,  and  they 
proceeded  to  the  old  house  on  Washington  Square,  where 
the  Bradys  have  kept  bachelor's  hall  for  a  number  of 
years. 

Here  Jack  was  given  a  comfortable  room,  and  at  seven 
o’clock  he  was  awakened  by  Harry. 

“\ou  want  to  get  up  now,  and  we  will  go  downtown,” 
said  Young  King  Brady. 

“Does  the  old  gentleman  follow  us?”  asked  Jack. 

“We  are  to  meet  him  at  our  office  after  you  have  talked 
with  this  man  Fraleigh,”  was  the  reply. 

Jack  saw  nothing  of  the  old  detective. 

By  half-past  eight  they  turned  up  at  the  Dodgling 
Building  on  Wall  street. 

When  Mr.  James  Fraleigh.  private  secrretarv,  entered 
the  office  he  found  Jack  and  Harry  seated  there. 

He  was  a  tall  young  man  with  a  womanish  cast  of  coun¬ 
tenance,  and  v  as  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion. 

Harry  conceived  an  instant  dislike  to  him. 

Ha.  Good-morning,  Jack!”  the  secretary  exclaimed. 

And  then,  glancing  at  the  open  door,  he  added,  with 
something  of  a  start: 

“Has  your  father  come  out  at  last?” 

Iso,  replied  Jack.  “He  has  not  come  out.  I  went 

in.” 

“What!” 

“Mr.  Fraleigh,  let  me  introduce  mv  friend  Mr  Harri*  * 
said  Jock,  coolly.  '  ’  '  ”"*• 
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The  secretary  barely  nodded. 

“How  came  you  to  go  in?  When  did  you  do  it?  Where 
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is  your  father?"  he  broke  out! 

“1  went  in  last  night  with  my  friend  here,"  replied 

Jack. 

“For  heaven  sake,  speak  np!  What  are  you  keeping 
back  from  me?"  demanded  the  secretary,  growing  more 
excited  every  instant. 

“I  did  not  find  my  father  inside  there,  Mr.  Fraleigh,” 
said  Jack,  in  the  same  quiet  manner  which  Harry  had 
cautioned  him  to  maintain.  “You  had  better  go  In  your¬ 
self  and  see  how  matters  stand." 

Fraleigh  glared,  and  without  a  word  entered  the  private 
rooms. 

“Jack!  Come  here!”  he  called,  after  a  moment.  “Come 
alone.” 

“We  go  together,”  breathed  Young  King  Brady. 

“I  told  you  to  come  alone!”  cried  Fraleigh,  as  they  en¬ 
tered. 

“Look  here,  Mr.  Fraleigh,”  said  Jack,  “the  time  has 
passed  when  you  can  order  me  about.  I  am  no  longer  a 
boy.  I  want  you  to  understand  it,  too.” 

Here  was  a  declaration  of  independence! 

Secretary  Fraleigh  changed  front  at  once. 

“I  should  like  to  know  what  all  this  means,  Jack?”  he 
quitely  asked. 

“Mr.  Dodgling,  if  you  please!”  flashed  the  young  man. 
“I  am  called  by  my  first  name  only  by  my  friends.” 

Fraleigh  bit  his  lip,  but  at  the  same  time  caught  his 
cue. 

“Very  well.  Mr.  Dodgling,  will  you  kindly  tell  me 
what  it  is  about  your  father?” 

“Perhaps  you  know,  but  I  know  nothing!”  cried  Jack. 
“I  have  a  key  to  that  door.  I  came  in  here  last  night, 
and  Mr.  Harris  helped  me.  We  had  to  push  the  bookcase 
away.  It  was  backed  up  against  the  door  here.  We  found 
things  in  my  father’s  bed-room  as  you  see  them.  What 
does  it  all  mean?” 

To  all  this  Young  King  Brady  listened  with  some  re¬ 
gret. 

He  was  more  than  sorry  that  Jack  should  have  thus 
attacked  the  secretary. 

It  seemed  to  him  most  unwise. 

But  at  the  same  time  he  did  not  care  to  interfere. 

“I  know  no  more  what  it  means  than  you  do,  Mr. 
Dodgling,”  replied  Fraleigh.  “I  simply  obeyed  orders, 
and  did  not  disturb  your  father,  that  is  all.  You  know  as 
well  as  I  do  that  he  has  remained  shut  up  in  there  for  as 
much  as  a  week  at  a  time,  and  that  more  than  once,  too.” 

“But  that  wa3  when  he  had  Arato  to  look  after  his 
wants.” 

“He  is  well  able  to  take  care  of  himself,”  said  Fraleigh, 
with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  “He  did  not  use  Arato’s 
services  half  the  time.” 

“Then  you  know  nothing  about  all  this?”  demanded 

Jack. 

“Nothing  whatever.  T  should  have  suggested  trying  to 


communicate  with  Mr.  Dodgling  this  morning.  I  was 
going  to  do  so  in  any  case.” 

“Do  you  know  that  Jones  and  McNally  have  quit?” 

“I  do.” 

“Why  was  that?” 

“I  don’t  know.  They  simply  told  Mr.  White  that  they 
were  going — that  is  all.”^ 

“Didn’t  you  try  to  stop  them?” 

“I  did.  I  had  them  in  here,  and  begged  them  to  re¬ 
main  at  least  till  your  father  was  ready  to  see  them,  but 
they  would  not. 

“What  reason  did  they  give  for  leaving?” 

“Jones  claimed  that  they  had  been  offered  a  chance  to 
go  to  Europe  with  some  gentlemen  whom  they  declined 
to  name,  and  that  they  were  going.” 

“Did  you  pay  them  off?” 

“Yes.  I  am  not  obliged  to  account  for  my  actions  to 
you,  but  you  see  I  am  doing  it.  I  have  nothing  to  con¬ 
ceal.” 

“What  do  you  think  can  have  happened  to  my  father?” 

“I  know  no  more  than  you  do  yourself.” 

“He  was  evidently  attacked  while  in  bed.” 

“It  looks  that  way.” 

“How  did  his  assailants  get  in  there?  How  did  they 
ever  get  him  out?” 

“Don’t  ask  me.  YTou  had  better  call  in  the  police  or  de¬ 
tectives.  Get  somebody  whose  business  it  is  to  solve  mys¬ 
teries  to  attend  to  this.” 

“I  don’t  want  the  police  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
it  if  it  can  be  avoided.” 

“As  you  will.  You  have  taken  a  stand  against  me,  so 
nothing  remains  but  for  me  to  retire  to  the  background.” 

“My  father’s  private  papers  ought  to  be  sealed  up.” 

“YY>ur  father’s  private  papers  are  in  my  charge,  and  I 
propose  to  keep  them  so  until  ordered  by  the  courts  to 
give  them  up.  I  see,  by  the  way,  that  a  seal  was  put  on 
this  door,  and  was  afterwards  broken.  Who  is  respon¬ 
sible  for  that?” 

“I  broke  it  myself.” 

“Very  good.  I  don’t  know  that  I  have  anything  more 
to  say.” 

“Shall  you  notify  the  police?” 

Fraleigh  seemed  to  hesitate. 

“Do  you  wish  me  to  remain  silent  ?”  he  asked. 

“Through  to-day — yes.” 

“Very  well.  I  will  do  it.  We  had  better  lock  this 
door.” 

“I’ll  lock  it  and  seal  it  again,”  said  Jack.  “What  is 
more,  I  shall  keep  the  key.” 

“All  right.  I  have  no  objection.  May  I  ask  what  you 
propose  to  do?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  in  a  moment,”  replied  Jack.  “Meanwhile, 
you  may  leave  me  here  with  my  friend.” 

Fraleigh  then  went  into  the  secretary’s  office. 

“How  did  I  do  it,  Jack?”  asked  Harry. 
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“You  certainly  asserted  your  authority  all  right,”  re¬ 
plied  Harry. 

“It  is  time.  That  sleek  scoundrel  has  ridden  over  me 
rough-shod  long  enough.” 

“You  believe  him  to  be  a  scoundrel,  then?” 

“I  do,  indeed.  To  be  frank  with  you,  Mr.  Brady,  I 
don’t  believe  my  father  would  have  had  any  use  for  him 
if  he  was  anything  else.” 


Harry  was  silent. 

"'This  fellow  is  beginning  to  assert  himself  with  a  ven¬ 
geance,”  he  thought.  “I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  how  to 
advise  him.” 

But  Jack  asked  his  advice  in  the  next  breath. 

“What  shall  I  tell  him?”  he  demanded. 

“Tell  him  that  you  propose  to  engage  detectives.” 

“Shall  I  say  Bradys?” 

Harry  pondered. 

“The  Governor  said  not,  so  I  think  you  had  better  not,” 
he  replied  at  last. 

“Verv  well.  Just  detectives?” 


“Yes.” 

“Come  on!  WTe  will  get  out  of  this  right  now.” 

They  passed  into  the  secretary’s  office  and  Jack  locked 
the  door  behind  him. 

“Aren’t  you  going  to  restore  the  seal  ?”  demanded  Fra- 
leigh. 

“No,”  said  Jack,  accepting  Harry’s  slight  shake  of  the 
head  as  his  guide. 

“Will  you  tell  me  now  what  you  propose  to  do?” 
“Yes.” 

“Well?” 

“I  am  going  to  hire  detectives.” 

“Private?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  office?” 

“That’s  my  business.” 

“Suit  yourself.  When  will  you  be  back?” 

“I  can’t  say.” 

“And  in  the  meanwhile  you  want  me  to  keep  absolutely 
silent  about  this  affair?” 


“I  had  rather  you  would.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Dodgling.  Your  wishes  shall  be  ob¬ 
served.” 


Fraleigh  turned  to  his  desk  then,  and  the  two  young 
men  left  the  building. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that  fellow,  Harry?”  demand¬ 
ed  Jack.  “You  see,  I  am  going  to  be  familiar  with  you, 
and  I  wish  you  would  be  the  same  with  me.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  like  him,”  replied  Harry.  “But  that  don’t 
necessarily  argue  that  he  is  a  scoundrel.” 

“I'd  like  to  bet  high  that  he  is,”  declared  Jack.  “And 
while  I’m  about  it  I’m  betting  that  he  is  at  the  bottom  of 
the  disappearance  of  my  father.” 

“Come  on,”  said  Harry.  “We  will  go  to  the  office  and 
make  our  report.” 


i 

CHAPTER  IV. 

OLD  KING  BEADY  BALKED. 

While  in  the  offices  of  Old  King  Copper,  Old  King 
Brady  had  spied  hanging  on  the  wall  near  the  private 
secretary’s  desk  a  framed  photograph  of  a  sleek-looking 
gentleman,  whose  face  attracted  his  attention. 

He  inquired  of  Jack  who  it  was,  and  was  informed  that 
it  was  a  picture  of  Mr.  Fraleigh  himself. 

“What  about  a  man  who  will  hang  his  own  picture  up 
in  his  employer’s  office?”  Old  King  Brady  asked  himself. 
“Something  very  strange  about  that.  I  wonder  what  it 
can  mean?” 

But  there  was  something  else  about  the  picture. 

As  soon  as  he  looked  at  the  face  it  struck  Old  King 
Brady  that  he  had  seen  it  before. 

Right  after  breakfast,  ,in  pursuit  of  this  train  of 
thought.  Old  King  Brady  went  to  work  on  the  pictures  of 
the  Rogues  Gallery. 

Now,  the  old  detective  has  made  an  exhaustive  study  of 
these  pictures. 

He  is  able  to  carry  hundreds  of  them  in  his  memory. 

Many  he  could  recognize  and  name  at  a  glance. 

In  other  cases  he  is  able  to  recognize  the  faces  without 
recalling  the  names. 

Was  it  here  that  he  had  seen  the  picture  of  James  Fra¬ 
leigh  ? 

An  examination  would  show. 

And  it  did  show. 

After  an  hour’s  hard  work — and  what  work  is  harder 
than  studying  a  lot  of  faces — Old  King  Brady  lit  upon 
the  very  duplicate  of  the  Fraleigh  picture. 

There  the  man  was,' with  his  number  and  the  descrip¬ 
tion  of  his  crime. 

“Come,”  thought  the  old  detective,  “this  is  singular. 
“Why  should  he  hang  that  picture  in  Old  King  Copper's 
office,  knowing  as  he  must  that  it  is  here?” 

The  solution  of  this  mystery  might  have  puzzled  some. 

But  with  the  shrewd  old  detective  an  explanation  in¬ 
stantly  suggested  itself. 

More  of  this  in  a  lhoment. 

Old  King  Brady  at  once  went  to  the  shabby  little  office 
on  Park  Row,  which  he  and  Harry  made  their  headquar¬ 
ters,  and  awaited  the  arrival  of  the  two  young  men. 

They  came  soon. 

Jack  looked  about  the  wretched  little  den  in  evident 
surprise.  , 

“What’s  the  matter?”  demanded  Old  King  Bradv. 

“Matter?  Nothing.  I - ” 

“You  think  my  office  small?” 

“Well,  rather.” 

“And  its  location  poor?” 

“I  suppose  it  suits  your  business,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Exactly,  and  when  you  have  said  that  you  have  said 
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all.  Now,  what  about  friend  Fraleigh?  Did  he  take  it 
coolly  or  otherwise?” 

“Y’ou  tell  it,  Harry,”  said  Jack.  “You  understand 
how  to  get  at  these  things  better  than  I  do.” 

Harry  briefly  described  the  interview  with  the  secre¬ 
tary. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “what  do  you  think?  Is 
he  in  it  or  not?” 

“I  wouldn’t  undertake  to  say.” 

“And  you,  Mr.  Dodgling?” 

“I  think  he  is,”  replied  Jack.  “I  thought  so  from  the 

first. 

“Exactly.  New,  tell  me  what  do  you  know  of  this 
man?” 

“Nothing,  when  you  come  down  to  it.” 

“How  long  has  he  been  with  your  father?” 

“As  I  remember  it  is  about  five  years.” 

“During  those  five  years  you  have  seen  them  together 
many  times,  of  course?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“How  does  your  father  treat  him?  As  an  equal  or  as  an 
inferior?” 

“The  last  is  it.  I  wouldn’t  stand  an  hour  for  what  Fra- 
leigh  has  to  stand  every  day.  He  treats  him  like  a  dog.” 
“How  does  Fraleigli  take  it?” 

“Well,  he  always  seems  to  be  horribly  afraid  of  fath¬ 
er.” 

“Did  it  ever  strike  you  as  strange  that  Fraleigh  should 
hang  his  own  picture  up  in  the  office  ?” 

“Yes;  it’s  horrid  bad  taste,  of  course.  I  often  won¬ 
dered  why  he  did  it.” 

“Is  he  a  man  who  seems  to  be  stuck  on  himself?” 

“No,  I  couldn’t  say.  that.  He  might  give  a  stranger 
that  impression,  but  with  my  father  he  was  always  meek 
enough.  When  it  came  to  me,  though,  it  was  different. 
He  never  lost  an  opportunity  to  sit  down  on  me.  Harry 
will  tell  you  how  he  acted  this  morning  until  I  called  him 
down.” 

“Well,  now  let  me  tell  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Six  years  ago  one  James  Phraner  was  just  finishing  up  a 
ten-years’  sentence  for  forgery  in  Sing  Sing.” 

“Who  is  he?” 

“A  man  whose  picture  in  the  Rogues  Gallery  is  No. 
6488,  and  that  picture  is  the  very  duplicate  of  the  pic¬ 
ture  of  James  Fraleigh  which  hangs  in  your  father’s 
office.” 

“YY>u  don’t  mean  it!  Then  you  think  they  are  the  same 
person?” 

“I  haven’t  the  least  doubhof  it.” 

“This  amazes  me,  of  course.  But  why - ” 

“Whr  should  he  hang  his  picture  up  in  your  father’s 
office  if  that  is  the  ca3e?  Is  that  what  you  were  going 

to  say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Jk'a>:.re  your  father  forced  him  to  do  so  in  order  that 
he  might  have  a  constant  reminder  of  hi3  real  position 

before  him.” 
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“Humph!” 

“Is  it  like  your  father  to  do  a  thing  like  that?” 

“Oh,  I  can’t  say.  He  is  a  very  hard  man.” 

“And  ruled  Fraleigh  with  a  rod  of  iron,  I  have  no 
doubt.  That  may  be  the  reason  the  man  has  turned  on 
him  now.  Still,  it  explains  nothing  so  far  as  our  Wall 
street  mystery  is  concerned.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it  ?” 

“I  am  going  to  Fraleigh.  I  shall  confront  him  with 
the  picture,  and  see  if  I  can  scare  him  into  some  admis¬ 
sion.”  > 

“You’ll  find  him  a  tough  subject,  then.” 

“I  have  had  to  deal  with  many  tough  propositions  in 
my  time.” 

“And  in  the  meanwhile  is  there  anything  I  can  do?” 

“Yes.  Go  home  and  take  Harry  with  you.  You  two 
must  make  an  exhaustive  examination  of  your  father’s  pri¬ 
vate  papers  in  the  house.  When  that  is  accomplished  re¬ 
turn  here.” 

“I  can’t  open  his  safe,  nor  his  desk,  either.” 

“Harry  will  open  the  desk.  Perhaps  in  it  you  may  find 
some  memorandum  of  the  combination  of  the  safe.  If 
you  don’t,  why,  you  will  have  to  let  it  go.” 

“And  you  are  going  after  Fraleigh?” 

“Right  now.” 

A  few  moments  later  Old  King  Brady  started  for  the 
offices  of  Old  King  Copper. 

A  colored  man  challenged  him  in  the  outer  office  of  the 
suite,  and  demanded  his  name  and  business. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  up  his  card. 

In  a  moment  word  came  back  that  Mr.  Fraleigh  was  en¬ 
gaged  and  could  not  be  seen. 

“I  will  write  him  a  note  which  you  will  deliver,”  said 
the  detective. 

There  was  paper  and  envelopes  on  a  desk,  and  Old  King 
Brady  simply  wrote: 

“Mr.  Phraner:  Sir. — I  am  the  detective  engaged  by 
John  H.  Dodgling,  Jr.  You  are  Rogues  Gallery  No.  6488. 
It  will  pay  you  to  see  me  without  further  delay. 

p  “Old  King  Brady.” 

\ 

“Take  this  in,  and  Mr.  Fraleigh  will  see  me,”  he  said, 
handing  the  note  to  the  colored  man. 

“’Twon’t  be  no  use.  He  never  changes  his  mind,”  re¬ 
plied  the  man,  insolently. 

“Take  it  in  or  I’ll  take  you  in!”  said  the  detective  stern¬ 
ly,  with  a  quick  display  of  his  shield. 

The  darky  vanished  through  the  door. 

In  a  moment  he  was  back  again  with  word  that  if  Old 
King  Brady  would  wait  a  minute  Mr.  Fraleigh  would  sec 
him. 

The  old  detective  waited  then,  and  then  a  stylishly  dress¬ 
ed  gentleman  came  out  of  the  office. 

That  his  face  wore  an  anxious  look  Old  King  Brady 
did  not  fail  to  observe. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “OLD  KING  COPPER.” 


10 


“Who  is  that  man,  Sam?”  he  asked,  at  the  same  time 
slipping  a  dollar  into  the  darky’s  hand. 

“He  am  Col.  Springer,”  was  the  reply. 

“A  broker?” 

“Yes,  sah.” 

“Where  is  his  office?” 

“In  de  nex’  building,  sah.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  go  in  now.” 

Passing  through  the  next  office,  where  several  clerks 
were  at  work,  Old  King  Brady  saw  the  original  of’ 
the  photographs  standing  at  the  open  door  of  the  private 
office  beyond. 

His  face  was  deathly  pale,  but  he  had  perfect  control  of 
his  voice  when  he  said: 

“Step  in  here,  Mr.  Brady.  I  will  see  you  now.” 

Old  King  Brady  passed  into  the  office,  Fraleigh  closing 
the  door  behind  him. 

Turning,  he  stood  facing  the  old  detective,  and  said: 

“Well?  What  do  you  want  with  me?” 

“An  understanding,  Mr.  Fraleigh,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective  politely.  “No  use  beating  about  the  bush.  I 
should  have  approached  my  point  less  abruptly  if  you  had 
not  made  it  necessary  for  me  to  do  otherwise.” 

“You  have  made  no  new  discovery.  My  employer,  Mr. 
Dodgling,  is  perfectly  well  aware  of  my  criminal  record. 
You  can’t  blackmail  me.” 

“Nothing  is  further  from  my  intentions,  I  assure  you.” 

Fraleigh  pointed  to  the  photograph. 

“There  is  the  badge  of  my  servitude!”  he  exclaimed, 
bitterly.  “It  was  hung  up  there  by  Old  King  Copper’s 
orders,  lest  I  forget.” 

“Exactly.  But  where  is  Old  King  Copper?” 

“I  don’t  know,  and  neither  you  nor  any  other  living 
man  can  make  me  tell  what  I  don’t  know,” 

“Mr.  Fraleigh,  I  am  the  man  who  forced  that  door  last 
night.” 

“So?  You  don’t  surprise  me.” 

“What  I  saw  in  those  rooms  you  have  seen  since.  I  am 
hired  by  young  Dodgling  to  find  his  father.  Yrou  may 
have  heard  enough  about  me  to  know  that  I  am  a  man 
who  always  carries  out  what  he  undertakes.” 

“I  have  heard  of  you  and  your  work.  I  have  no  stones 
to  put  in  your  way.  You  can  do  me  no  greater  service 
than  to  find  John  H.  Dodgling.” 

“Good!  That’s  the  way  to  talk.  What  is  your  theory 
of  his  disappearance?” 

“I  am  not  your  attorney,  sir.  Neither  am  I  a  detective. 

I  have  no  advice  to  give.” 

“Now  you  are  on  the  other  tack,  and  display  very  lit¬ 
tle  disposition  to  help  me  find  Old  King  Copper.” 

“I  know  nothing  about  him.” 

“You  allowed  that  door  to  remain  locked  for  three  days, 
knowing  or  believing  that  the  old  man  was  alone  in  there.” 

“By  his  own  orders.  He  is  or  was — he  may  be  dead, 
for  all  I  know — a  hard  master.  He  took  no  dictation  from 
me  whatever.  Tn  short,  he  treated  me  like  a  dog.  I  did¬ 
n’t  murder  him.  I  didn’t  take  him  out  of  the  office.  I 


daresay  you  will  arrest  me  in  the  end,  and  have 
charged  with  his  murder,  and  then  my  criminal  record 
will  be  brought  up  against  me,  but  I  defy  you  to  unearth 
one  atom  of  proof  that  I  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
matter,  in  spite  of  all  your  detective  skill.” 

“A  long  speech,  and  a  good  one,  Mr.  Fraleigh,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady  calmly.  “But  you  can’t  throw  dust  in  my 
eyes.  You  have  your  theory,  you  know  you  have.  It 
will  pay  you  to  talk  it  out.” 

The  secretary,  who  was  still  standing,  now  folded  his 
arms  across  his  breast. 

“Mr.  Man,”  he  said,  “listen  to  me.  I  am  speaking  my 
last  word.  Say  what  you  like,  do  what  you  please.  These 
offices  are  open  to  you  at  all  times,  but  don’t  try  to  talk 
with  me  further,  for  I  shall  not  even  answer  you.” 

“You  will  regret  taking  that  stand.” 

No  answer. 

“Considering  your  position,  you  are  making  a  great 
mistake.” 

No  answer. 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Fraleigh,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I’ll 
leave  you  now;  but  remember,  you  are  from  this  moment 
a  marked  man.  The  truth  will  out.  Take  my  advice 
and  get  on  the  band-wagon  while  there  is  time.” 

No  answer. 

Old  King  Brady  turned  away. 

But  Fraleigh  was  ahead  of  him. 

He  flung  the  door  open,  and  at  the  same  time  touched 
an  electric  bell. 

The  colored  man  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  other 
office. 

“Ike,”  called  the  secretary,  “admit  this  gentleman  any 
time  he  calls.  lrou  need  not  even  take  the  trouble  to  an¬ 
nounce  him.  Let  him  come  right  in.” 

“Yes,  sah!”  grinned  Ike. 

Old  King  Brady  went  down  on  the  elevator,  and  took 
his  stand  in  the  hall. 

The  private  detective  always  stationed  here  approached 
him  and  called  him  by  name. 

“Is  there  anything  wrong  with  the  old  man,  Mr. 
Brady?”  he  asked,  after  a  few  words  had  been  exchanged. 

“Not  that  I  know  of,”  was  the  reply.  “What  gave  you 
that  idea?” 

“Oh,  he  hasn’t  been  seen  outside  his  private  rooms 
these  three  days.” 

“Have  you  asked  Mr.  Fraleigh  about  him?” 

The  detective  grinned. 

“Small  use  in  doing  that,”  he  replied.  “But  I’m  no 
fool.  I — hush!  Here  comes  Fraleigh  now!” 

Sure  enough,  the  secretary  had  followed  Old  King 
Brady  down. 

He  glared  at  the  detective  as  he  passed  out  through  tfce 
door. 

Old  King  Brady  shot  after  him. 

“This  fellow  has  got  to  be  pulled  oft  his  high  horse” 

he  thought.  “We  will  see  what  effect  a  little  shtdow in g 
has  upon  him.” 
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Ho  followed  on  down  Wall  street. 

Fraleigh  turned  several  times  and  saw  him. 

Arriving  at  William  street,  he  turned  South  street, 
where  he  entered  an  old  building  on  the  left. 

Old  King  Brady  traveled  up  the  stairs  after  him. 

He  had  not  reached  the  top  of  the  first  flight  when  he 
heard  a  racket  on  the  flight  above. 

Someone  had  fallen  downstairs. 

It  was  Fraleigh! 

There  he  lay  upon  the  floor  of  the  dark  hall,  with  the 
blood  gushing  out  of  bis  mouth. 

“Heavens,  man!  Are  you  hurt?”  demanded  the  old 
detective,  bending  over  him. 

“Dying!” 

“No,  no!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  getting  an  arm  under 
him.  “It’s  only  a  hemorrhage.  We’ll  bring  you  around.” 

“No!  Dying!  A  judgment!  Listen!  Secret  passage 
— Dodgling — not  dead!  I - ” 

This  ended  it. 

Then  and  there  James  Phraner,  forger,  alias  James 
Fraleigh,  private  secretary,  died  on  Old  King  Brady’s 
hands. 


CHAPTER  V. 

.  f 

DEATH  GIVES  OLD  KING  BRADY  A  CLEW. 

Old  King  Brady  had  his  hands  full  now. 

The  lower  part  of  this  old  building  was  occupied  by  a 
wholesale  wine  dealer,  and  the  business  of  the  tenant  on 
this  floor  was  hops,  with  storage  room  above. 

As  yet  no  one  had  come  out  of  the  hop-dealer’s  office, 
in  spite  of  the  noise  made  by  the  dead  man’s  fall. 

Old  King  Brady  was  satisfied  that  Fraleigh  had  only 
come  into  the  place  for  a  bluff. 

Hastily  he  went  through  the  dead  man’s  pockets,  secur¬ 
ing  a  wallet,  a  bunch  of  letters,  a  memorandum  book,  and 
some  keys. 

There  was  a  fat  roll  of  bills  in  the  watch  pocket,  but 
these  the  old  detective  restored. 

That  the  maD  was  past  hope  was  evident. 

At  his  interview  in  Old  King  Copper’s  office  the  detec¬ 
tive  had  put  Fraleigh  down  as  a  man  in  consumption,  for 
he  coughed  dismally,  although  we  neglected  to  mention 
the  fact. 

Old  King  Brady  opened  the  door  of  the  hop-merchant’s 
office  and  called  out: 

“There’s  a  man  dying  in  the  hall  here!  Can’t  we  bring 
him  into  your  place?” 

The  two  clerks  stared. 

A  be  whiskered  foreigner  came  out. 

“Veil,  vat  peeznese  is  it  of  mine?”  he  snarled.  “Call  de 
police.  Dot’s  de  po-:t  vay,  dom’d  it?” 

“I  nrn  one  of  the  police,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  display¬ 


ing  his  shield.  “Do  as  you  like,  but  let  someone  watch 
him  while  I  go  for  an  ambulance.” 

“I  don’d  vant  him  in  my  place,  den.  He  vas  notings  to 
me.” 

“Suit  yourself.  Who  is  upstairs?” 

“Nobody.  Dot’s  vere  I  stores  my  hops.  But  say,  he 
looks  as  dough  he  vas  dead  already  yet.” 

Old  King  Brady  ran  downstairs. 

At  the  corner  of  Broad  street  he  was  lucky  enough  to 
meet  the  policeman  on  the  beat. 

This  was  a  man  long  connected  with  the  Old  Slip  sta¬ 
tion,  whom  Old  King  Brady  knew  very  well. 

“Sanders,”  he  said,  “there  is  a  man  at  224  Stone  who 
has  dropped  dead  on  the  first  floor  above  the  street.  He 
seems  to  be  a  stranger  in  the  building.  I’ll  telephone  for 
an  ambulance  if  you  will  look  after  the  case.” 

The  officer  assented,  and  Oid  King  Brady  hurried  on 
his  way. 

Having  delivered  his  message,  the  detective  returned 
to  his  own  office. 

He  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  mix  up  in  the  matter 
further. 

“Strange  turn  of  affairs,”  he  said  to  himself.  “If  Fra¬ 
leigh  turns  out  to  be  innocent  I  shall  always  feel  that  I 
scared  him  to  death. 

“And  even  if  he  is  guilty,  it  might  be  just  the  same,” 
he  added.  “Queer  how  things  get  twisted  sometimes.” 

At  the  office  he  called  up‘  Mr.  Dodgling’s  house. 

Some  people  may  remember  that  gloomy  old  fortress 
just  off  Fifth  avenue. 

Here  poor  Jack  had  practically  lived  alone  with  ser¬ 
vants  ever  since  graduating  from  the  military  school — his 
father  did  not  believe  in  colleges. 

Somebody  answered  and  said  that  Jack  was  there. 

“Is  there  a  gentleman  with  him?”  demanded  the  old 
detective. 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“He  is  the  person  I  want  to  talk  to.  Tell  him  to  come 
to  the  telephone.” 

In  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  had  Harry  on  the  wire. 

“How  are  you  getting  along  up  there?”  he  asked. 

“We  have  not  made  any  discovery  except  that  we  can’t 
get  into  the  safe,”  was  the  reply. 

“Anything  of  importance  in  the  desk?” 

“Nothing  but  a  lot  of  dunning  letters.  It  looks  as  if 
Old  King  Copper  never  paid  his  hills.” 

“He  is  very  slow  pay.  It  takes  a  year  to  get  anything 
out  of  him  on  private  accounts,  so  I  am  told.” 

“You  speak  as  if  you  were  sure  the  old  duffer  was  still 
alive.” 

“Well,  I  am  about  sure,  Harry.  I  take  it  from  the  way 
you  speak  that  Jack  D.  is  not  in  the  room  with  you.” 

“No;  he  is  in  the  library.” 

“Well,  you  two  want  to  give  up  and  come  down  to  the 
office  as  soon  as  possible.” 

“Something  has  happened.  I  can  tell  by  your  voice.” 

“Yes.  Fraleigh  is  dead.” 
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“Dead?” 

“Yes;  but  we’ll  talk  of  ft  when  you  get  here.  Hurry 
up,  now.” 

In  spite  of  this  injunction  it  was  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  before  the  young  men  turned  up. 

Jack  was  for  taking  out  his  automobile,  but  Harry  was 
.>ure  Old  King  Brady  would  prefer  not  to  have  the  ma¬ 
chine  standing  in  front  of  his  place,  so  they  came  down¬ 
town  by  the  elevated  road. 

Old  King  Brady  was  sitting  at  his  desk  smoking. 

“What  is  it  all  about?”  demanded  Jack,  as  soon  as  he 
entered  the  office. 

“Freleigh  is  dead,  and  I  want  you  to  jump  right  .in  and 
take  charge  of  your  father’s  affairs,”  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive. 

He  told  of  the  interview  and  its  tragic  termination. 

“I  always  thought  he  had  consumption,”  said  Jack. 
“He  has  coughed  terribly  for  the  past  year,  but  he  claim¬ 
ed  his  lungs  were  sound.” 

“That’s  what  he  died  of  undoubtedly,  but  there  was 
probably  some  heart  trouble  mixed  with  it.  Before  I  left 
I  secured  his  keys,  his  memorandum  book,  and  some  let¬ 
ters.  I  will  read  you  two  of  the  latter  now.” 

Producing  a  letter,  Old  King  Brady  read  as  follows: 

“New  York,  May,  — . 

“Dear  Jim:  Springer  was  here  again  to-night.  Acting 
under  your  instructions,  I  pumped  him  for  all  I  was 
worth.  There  is  surely  something  in  the  wind.  He  said : 
Must  wait  a  few  days,  and  you  will  see  a  twist,  in  the  cop¬ 
per  market  which  will  surprise  you.  If  it  goes  as  I  think 
it  will  yours  truly  will  be  a  couple  of  millions  to  the 
good.’ 

“As  the  rest  of  his  remarks  were  mere  gush,  I  will 
spare  you.  I  asked  him  when  he  had  seen  Old  King  Cop¬ 
per.  I  said  I  heard  that  the  old  man  had  disappeared. 
‘Whoever  told  you  that  is  a  liar,’  he  answered,  ‘for  I  saw 
him  only  to-day.’  Jim,  they  have  got  him  locked  in  some¬ 
where  sure.  Yrou  want  to  get  next  while  there  is  time. 
Do  take  care  of  that  cough  of  yours,  dear,  and - ” 

But  the  rest  of  this  letter  was  certainly  mere  gush. 

The  signature  was:  “Yrour  loving  Slyvia.” 

“Now,  who  can  the  writer  be?”  Jack  asked. 

“The  address  is  No.  —  W.  38th  street,  as  you  can  see,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “That  is  all  I  know.” 

“Easy  traced  up,”  said  Harry. 

“Your  job,”  added  the  old  detective,  tossing  over  the 
letter.  “Now,  listen  to  this.  It  is  on  the  business  paper 
of  Col.  Tom  Springer.” 

“A  broker  my  father  often  employed!”  cried  Jack. 

“Just  so,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Now,  listen. 

“Dear  Frnleigh:  I  have  yours  of  yesterday.  It  seems 
to  ine  that  you  overestimate  the  value  of  the  very  slight 
-ervire  you  have  performed  in  not  disturbing  Old  King 
Copper  in  his  den.  The  man  is  all  right,  and  in  due  time 


will  reappear;  but  it  may  be  a  day  or  two  yet.  When  I 
paid  you  ten  thousand  dollars  to  say  nothing  and  do  noth¬ 
ing'  it  seemed  to  me  that  you  were  fully  compensated,  and 
now  you  are  demanding  more,  and  refuse  to  talk  over  the 
phone,  and  won’t  see  me,  but  will  insist  that  I  put  my 
name  to  paper.  Well,  I  have  done  it,  so  you  see  how  little 
I  fear  your  threats.  I  know  your  record,  so  you  can’t 
blackmail  me.  Nevertheless,  if  you  will  keep  your  mouth 
shut,  within  twenty-four  hours  I’ll  put  you  wise  on  a 
turn  in  copper  stocks  which  will  make  your  $10,000  as 
many  $100,000,  so  there.  Do  different  and  you  get  dump¬ 
ed,  and  by  heavens  I’ll  railroad  you  back  to  Sing  Sing,  or 
my  name  is  not  Thomas  Springer.” 

*  “Great  Scott!”  cried  Jack.  “Has  this  man  and  his 
confederates  got  my  father  a  prisoner  somewhere,  then?* 

“There  can  be  no  doubt  of  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“Now,  boys,  we  must  get  busy.  I’m  afraid  we  can't  keep 
this  matter,  out  of  the  papers  any  longer.  Fraleigh's  death 
will  spoil  that.” 

“What  shall  I  do?”  demanded  Jack. 

“Get  to  the  office  as  quick  as  possible.  Assert  yourself. 
Take  charge  of  affairs.  If  reporters  call  tell  them  frankly 
that  your  father  is  missing,  and  that  the  case  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  Bradys.  Give  them  no  details  of  any  kind, 
and  caution  that  man  Black,  superintendent  of  the  build¬ 
ing,  to  be  equally  reticent.” 

“His  name  is  White,  Mr.  Brady,  and  I  am  afraid  my 
influence  over  him  won’t  amount  to  much.” 

“It  will  under  the  circumstances,  my  boy,  and  you  will 
find  it  so.  Now  go,  and  don’t  leave  the  office  until  I 
come.” 

Jack  got ’right  out,  and  the  Bradj's  went  into  secret 
session,  so  to  speak. 

“This  is  a  strange  turn  of  affairs,  Governor,”  said  Harry. 

“It  is,  indeed.  We  now  know  Fraleigh  to  have  been 
only  a  poor  tool  in  the  hands  of  some  desperate  gang  of 
Wall  street  crooks.” 

“Among  these  papers  have  you  found  any  allusion  to  a 
secret  passage  between  the  two  buildings?” 

“No;  yet  I  have  Fraleigh’s  statement  that  there  is  one.” 

“It  seems  scarcely  credible.” 

“I  don  t  see  it  so  at  all.  Old  King  Copper  put  up  both 
buildings.  He  may,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  have  had  such 
a  passage  made.  He  may  have  secret  rooms  in  the  next 
building  which  he  used  for  his  own  purposes,  and  there 
he  may  be  confined  now.” 

“Oh,  that  puts  a  different  face  on  the  proposition.” 

“Of  course,  Harry,  it  is  not  to  be  imagined  that  the 
crooks  constructed  a  secret  passage  for  the  purpose  cf 
capturing  the  old  man.” 

“That’s  what  I  was  thinking.” 

“On  the  other  hand,' it  is  entirely  within  the  bounds  of 
possibility  that  Old  King  Copper,  foreseeing  that  in  the 
end  lawsuits  must  grow  out  of  his  crooked  deals,  should 
have  constructed  such  a  passage  for  his  own  use.  so  that 
he  could  dodge  process  servers,  which  seems  to  be  the 
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pr:  jcipal  occupation  of  some  of  these  multimillionaires 

no«  idays.  ” 

"If  it  is  so  then  it  is  up  to  us  to  find  it.” 

"Right  you  are,  and  it  will  be  a  disgrace  if  we  fan 
down  on  such  a  proposition.” 

“You  propose  to  make  another  try  at  it,  of  course?” 

“I  certainly  do,  and  that  to-night.” 

“And  about  this  Sylvia?” 

“You  get  up  to  that  house,  and  get  an  interview  with 
^  her  if  you  can.  Tell  her  that  Fraleigh  is  dead,  and — 
well,  tell  her  any  old  thing,  I  don't  care  what  it  is,  so  long 
as  you  get  there — see?” 

“All  fight.  I'll  do  my  best.  Better  go  now,  I  sup¬ 
pose?” 

“Yes.  Evening  would  perhaps  be  best,  but  we  just 
can't,  wait.” 

“I  daresay  I  shall  be  able  to  manage  it.  Are  you  going 
to  see  this  man  Springer?” 

“I  have  already  seen  him.” 

“So?” 

“Yes.” 

“When  and  where?” 

“Coming  out  of  Old  King  Copper’s  office,  where  he 
had  been  holding  an  interview  with  Fraleigh.” 

“If  you  could  only  have  heard  what  was  said!” 

“It  might  not  have  done  me  any  good.  You  can  see 
by  the  letter  that  Fraleigh  was  not  fully  in  the  plot,” 

“'Well,  I’ll  be  off,”  said  Harry,  and  he  left  the  office. 

“What  about  Sylvia?”  he  muttered,  as  he  ran  down¬ 
stairs. 

That  remained  to  be  seen. 


CHAPTER  AH. 

YOUNG  KING  BRADY  SCORES  A  SUCCESS  WITH  SYLVIA  SNOW. 

Harry  found,  as  he  expected,  that  the  number  on  West 
38th  street  was  a  theatrical  boarding-house. 

This  confirmed  the  impression  he  had  already  received. 
“It  is  Sylvia  Snow,  as  sure  as  fate,”  he  said  to  himself. 
The  allusion  was  to  a  then  popular  actress  performing 
at  the  Gayety  Theater. 

So  certain  was  Harry  of  this  that  he  rang  the  bell,  and 
boldly  inquired  for  Miss  Snow  of  the  colored  man  who 
appeared  in  answer. 

“Yo’  hef  ter  send  up  yer  heard,  boss,”  said  the 

man , 

“Miss  Snow  is  in,  then?” 

“Dunno  npffin  about  it.  I’ll  take  up  vour  keard.” 

-  “Haven't  any.  Tell  her  that  Air.  Fraleigh  sent  me 

*  here.” 

“Ho!  Tn  dat  case  it  am  all  right,  boss.  Walk  right  in,” 

mi  id  the  darky. 

He  threw  open  the  door  of  a  shabby  parlor,  and  Harry 

entered. 


Cheap  prints  adorned  the  walls,  the  furniture  coverings 
were  in  ribbons. 

Seated  at  the  piano,  screeching  the  latest  “Mother” 
song,  was  a  young  lady  with  yellow  hair  and  red  cheeks, 
dressed  in  a  pink  kimona,  while  lolling  on  the  sofa,  with 
hands  in  his  pockets  and  his  legs  stretched  out,  was  a 
smooth-shaven  gentleman  smoking  a  cigarette. 

Both  stared  at  Harry  as  he  seated  himself  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room. 

The  young  man  said  something  to  the  young  woman, 
whereupon  they  both  laughed,  and  the  latter  began  to 
sing: 

“I  wish  I  was  a  detective.” 

“The  penalty  of  greatness,”  thought  Young  King 
Brady.  “This  is  an  infliction.  I  only  hope  that  Miss 
Snow  don’t  insist  upon  talking  here.” 

A  moment  later  and  the  darky  thrust  his  head  in  at 
the  door. 

“Dis  way,  sah!”  he  called.  “Miss  Snow  will  see  you 
now.” 

His  recognition  by  the  young  woman  at  the  piano  had 
given  Young  King  Brady  his  cue. 

It  was  useless  to  try  to  conceal  his  identity,  therefore 
the  next  best  thing  was  to  make  the  most  of  it. 

He  was  shown  to  a  room  on  the  third  floor,  where  a 
young  woman  met  him  who  was  the  very  duplicate  of  the 
beauty  at  the  piano,  except  for  the  kimona. 

“Aliss  Snow?”  said  Harrv,  with  his  best  how. 

si  s 

l  “That’s  me!”  cried  the  actress.  “Don’t  he  bashful. 
Come  right  in.” 

Harry  entered. 

“Shut  the  door,  Peter!”  called  Miss  Snow.  “If  any¬ 
body  else  calls  tell  them  I  am  engaged.” 

“I  am  a  detective,  Miss  Snow,”  began  Harry,  when  he 
was  rudely  interrupted. 

“Oh,  cut  out  the  preliminaries!”  cried  Miss  Snow.  “I 
know  you  well  enough.  Young  King  Brady.  What’s 
the  matter  with  Jim  Fraleigh?  Has  he  been  arrested? 
Say?” 

“Yes,  miss,”  replied  Harry,  putting  on  a  grave  face. 

“And  for  what?” 

“Pardon  me.  Mr.  Fraleigh  is  a  friend  of  yours,  I  be¬ 
lieve?” 

“Yes;  we  are  engaged  to  he  married.  He’s  the  best 
friend  I’ve  got.  Out  with  it.” 

“But  you  must  prepare  yourself  for  something  of  a 
shock.” 

“What!  Oh,  you  can’t  shock  me,  young  fellow.  Do 
speak  out.” 

“It  is  not  the  police  who  have  arrested  Air.  Fra¬ 
leigh.” 

“Not  the  police?  AVhat  the  mischief  do  you  mean?” 

“He  has  been  arrested  by  the  hand  of  death.” 

AIis«  Snow  gave  one  fell  shriek,  and  fainted,  or  pre¬ 
tended  to;  Harry  could  not  decide  whether  the  fit  was 
real  or  not. 

Coming  out  of  it  in  a  moment,  she  went  into  wild  hys- 
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terics,  and  Young  King  Brady  had  liis  hands  full  for  the 
next  ten  minutes. 

He  would  have  called  help,  but  the  actress  positively 
forbade  it. 

At  last  she  quieted  down  sufficiently  to  listen,  and  Harry 
told  her  the  circumstances  of  Fraleigh’s  death. 

Having  once  started  on  that  road,  Miss  Snow  got  bet¬ 
ter  very  fast. 

“It  was  awfully  good  of  you  to  come  to  me,  Mr.  Brady,” 
she  said,  smiling  at  Harry.  “Poor  Jim!  He  would  not 
see  a  doctor.  I  always  told  him  that  that  cough  of  his 
would  be  the  death  of  him  some  day.  Well,  we  have  all 
got  to  go  some  time.  I  suppose  it  can’t  be  helped.” 

5  “That  is  true,”  replied  Harry.  “But  it  is  my  opinion, 
and  also  that  of  my  chief,  Old  King  Brady,  that  Fraleigh 
was  hounded  to  his  death  by  a  man  who  should  have  stood 
his  friend.  There  is  such  a  thing  as  avenging  him.  That’s 
why  I  am  here.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  mean  Colonel  Tom  Springer.  Do  you  want  to 
help?” 

Miss  Snow  looked  alarmed. 

“What  in  the  world  are  you  driving  at?”  she  demand¬ 
ed. 

“Oil,  come,”  said  Harry.  “We  have  been  looking  into 
this  matter.  We  know  the  deal  Springer  is  engaged  in. 
We  have  read  some  of  Fraleigh’s  private  papers,  includ¬ 
ing  your  last  letter,  and - ” 

“I  think  you  are  a  mean,  nasty,  horrid  thing  to  read 
my  letters!”  cried  Miss  Snow.  “How  dare  you?  Col. 
Springer  is  nothing  to  me.  I - ” 

“We  are  aware  of  that,”  broke  in  Young  King  Brady. 
“We  are  also  aware  that  he  treated  Fraleigh  shamefully. 
He  will  be  arrested  anyway,  so  if  you  can  give  me  a  point¬ 
er  a3  to  who  his  associates  are  in  this  deal  against  Old 
King  Copper  there  is  your  chance  to  get  square  with  him 
for  the  way  he  has  treated  Fraleigh.  It  is  up  to  you.” 

“Will  I  be  dragged  into  the  courts?” 

“I  promise  you  not.” 

“Well,  I  know  Tom  Springer,  but  he  is  nothing  to  me. 
I  was  engaged  to  Jim  Fraleigh.” 

“So  you  said.  Is  it  a  go?” 

“Yes;  it  is.  But  it  is  mighty  little  that  I  can  tell 
you.” 

“Much  or  little,  so  long  as  you  help  us  out.  Under¬ 
stand,  Springer  is  a  dead  one.  There  is  no  sort  of  chance 
of  his  deal  going  through.” 

“You  know  what  that  deal  is?” 

“Sure.” 

“Then  you  know  more  than  I  do.  A]1  I  know  is  that 
there  is  a  deal,  and  he  expects  to  make  a  pot  of  monev 
out  of  it.” 

^  bat  we  want  is  to  get  at  the  names  of  his  associates. 
Can  you  give  me  any  clew?” 

Miss  Snow  looked  wise. 

“Perhaps  I  can,”  she  said. 

“Then  the  next  question  is,  will  you?” 


“I  might;  but  where  do  I  come  in?” 

“That  depends.” 

“Upon  what?” 

“Upon  how  valuable  your  information  proves.” 

“Suppose  it  was  very  valuable?  Suppose  I  could  give 
you  the  whole  list  of  names?” 

“In  that  case  it  might  be  worth  as  much  as  fifty  dol¬ 
lars.” 

“Fifty  nothings!  What  do  you  take  me  for?” 

“For  a  lady  who  knows  a  good  thing  when  she  sees 
it.” 

“You  bet  I  do.” 

“Then  don’t  put  your  price  too  high,  or  there  will  be 
nothing  doing.” 

“You  don’t  believe  my  information  amounts  to  much, 
Brady?” 

“I  have  your  word  for  that,  Miss  Snow.” 

“Well,  I’ll  prove  to*  you  that  you  are  wrong.  Look 
here.” 

The  actress  arose,  and  going  to  a  dresser,  took  out  a 
memorandum-book  from  the  top  drawer. 

“There!”  she  exclaimed.  “Tom  Springer  dropped  this 
last  time  he  was  here.  It  is  his  private  memorandum 
book.  I  confess  that  I  am  not  up  on  business  enough  to 
make  very  much  out  of  it,  but  I  am  sure  you  will  find1 
what  you  want  between  its  covers.  Now,  what  is  your 
bid?” 

“Mi^s  Snowr,”  replied  Harry,  “I  never  buy  a  pig  in  a 
poke,  but  on  the  other  hand  I  am  a  square  man.  If  the 
information  in  that  book  is  of  any  value  at  all  to  me  it  is 
worth  a  hundred  dollars — no  more,  no  less,  and  you’ll  get 
the  price  right  now.  But  I  must  look  into  that  book  be¬ 
fore  I  decide.”  * 

“Oh,  don’t  talk  rubbish.  It’s  worth  five  times  what 
you  say.” 

“It  mav  be  so.  There  are  other  wavs  of  getting  at 
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it.” 

“What  other  way?” 

“Well,  for  instance,  I  might  arrest  you  for  being  in  the 
conspiracy.” 

“You  wouldn’t  dare!” 

“Remember,  I  have  your  letters,  Miss  Snow.  They  con¬ 
tain  proof  enough.” 

“Oh,  take  the  old  thing!”  cried  the  actress,  tossing  the 
book  to  Harry.  “I  suppose  you  will  even  cheat  me  out 
of  my  hundred.  That’s  the  way  with  your  kind.” 

narry  caught  the  book  deftly* 

“Out  on  the  first  base!”  laughed  Miss  Snow.  “Hurry 
up  and  read  it  now,  and  cash  in  if  you  are  going  to,  for 
I’ve  got  to  get  busy  if  I  am  to  go  on  to-night.” 

Harry  started  in  on  the  book. 

Hastily  running  over  its  pages,  he  came  to  the  fol¬ 
lowing  entry : 

“Syndicate  in  the  copper  deal: 

“J.  T.  Mullens. 

E.  II.  Bagg. 
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Chas.  T.  'Wcndoy. 

W.  J.  Henderson. 

B.  C.  Brown. 

H.  Swaraheimer. 

T.  Q.  Fenton. 

J.  .McMahon. 

R.  Levi.” 

If  these  names  actually  referred  to  the  plot  against  Old 
King  Copper,  then  here  was  the  very  thing  the  Bradys 
wanted. 

It  seemed  almost  too  good  to  he  true. 

Harryvran  on  fdrther  in  the  book. 

There  were  various  entries  which  seemed  to  refer  to  the 
affair. 

Of  course,  it  was  a  case  of  piecing  together  frag¬ 
ments. 

But  to  Harry  it  seemed  plain  enough  that  the  scheme 
was  to  force  Old  King  Copper  to  put  a  certain  amount  of 
his  valuable  copper  stocks  on  the  market,  and  so  depress 
the  price  that  this  precious  syndicate  could  buy  up  the 
shares  away  below  their  real  value.  The  rest  was  easy 
to  guess  at. 

The  price  would  be  forced  up,  and  the  conspirators 
would  sell  out  at  a  profit  of  several  millions. 

During  the  reading  Sylvia  Snow  sat  quietly  watching. 

Harry  had  sized  her  up  correctly. 

She  was  a  woman  without  heart,  who  was  perfectly  will¬ 
ing  to  sell  out  her  friends  when  she  thought  it  to  her 
interest  to  do  so. 

Harry  closed  the  book  at  last,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

“Does  that  mean  it’s  a  go?”  demanded  the  girl. 

“Yes,”  replied  Young  King  Brady,  “and  here  is  your 
cash.” 

Producing  a  roll  of  bills,  Harry  counted  out  a  hundred 
dollars,  and  handed  it  to  Miss  Snow. 

“I  won’t  say  thank  you,  for  it  don’t  begin  to  be 
enough,”  said  the  actress,  “and  what’s  more,  I  want  you 
to  distinctly  understand  that  you  wouldn’t  have  got  it  at 
all  only  for  the  reason  that  I  hate  Tom  Springer,  and 
want  to  be  square  with  him  for  driving  poor  Jim  so 
hard.” 

“Oh,  I  understand,”  replied  Harry.  “But  look  here; 
it  is  supposed  to  be  a  lady’s  privilege  to  change  her  mind. 
Look  out  you  don’t  change  yours,  and  talk,  for  if  you  do 
— well,  a  word  to  the  wise,  you  know.  It  won’t  pay  you 
to  come  up  against  the  Bradys.  That’s  all.” 

“Don’t  you  fret  yourself,”  sneered  Miss  Snow.  “I’m  no 
fool.  Just  the  same,  if  you  win  out  in  your  case,  and 
scoop  in  a  big  reward  from  Old  King  Copper,  there  ought 
to  hr:  another  hundred  coming  to  me.” 

“Perhaps,”  laughed  Harr}'.  “I’m  off  now.  Good-by.” 

“So  long,”  replied  Miss  Snow*.  “Come  and  see  me 
again,  and  don’t  forget  to  bring  that  other  hundred  with 
von,  or  I  shan’t  be  home  when  you  call.” 

“What  luck!”  thought  Harry,  as  he  hurried  toward 
Broadway.  “We  ought  to  be  able  out  of  a  list  of  ten 
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names  to  find  one  man  who  can  be  made  to  give  the  snap 
away;  but  just  the  same  it  wouldn’t  surprise  me  a  bit  if 
the  Governor  made  no  use  of  that  list,  except  to  go  for 
these  fellows  after  Old  King  Copper  is  found.  It  will  be 
of  no  use  then,  at  all  events.” 

He  returned  to  the  office  and  found  Old  King  Brady 
there. 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  the  old  detective,  after  Harry 
had  made  his  report.  “The  list  will  be  worth  the  price; 
in  fact,  I  think  you  got  it  cheap.” 

“And  now  what’s  the  plan?”  demanded  Harry.  “We 
know'  so  much  that  it  seems  to  me  it  might  almost  pay  to 
arrest  Springer.” 

“Not  until  after  to-night,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  what  is  on  for  to-night?” 

“We  want  to  find  that  secret  passage,  Harry.  It  must 
be  done,  and  to-night  is  the  time  I  propose  to  turn  the 
trick.” 

“You  will  stop  in  the  offices  to-night,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  Jack  Dodgling?” 

“Oh,  I’m  going  to  send  him  home.  You  and  I  can  work 
better  alone.” 

“I  think  that  would  be  best.  Jack  is  a  good  fellow,  but 
he  is  too  excitable.  We  can  work  better  alone.” 

It  was  now  getting  late,  and  the  Bradys  wrent  down  to 
the  Dodgling  Building  to  learn  what  Jack  had  to  report.  . 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WORKING  ON  WALL  STREET. 

i 

The  Bradys  found  Jack  alone  in  his  father’s  private 
office. 

“Well,  how  have  you  been  making  out?”  Old  King 
Brady  asked. 

“I  can’t  say  that  I  have  done  anything  more  than  tfo 
sit  here  in  solemn  state,”  was  the  reply. 

“How  did  the  office  take  Fraleigh’s  death?” 

“Well,  of  course,  all  hands  professed  to  be  dreadfully 
shocked,  but  I  believe  that  every  man  of  them  is  actually 
glad  he  is  gone.” 

“It’s  often  the  way.” 

“Well,  it  is  the  way  here,  and  I  believe  they  would  be 
still  more  relieved  if  they  knew  my  father  was  not  com¬ 
ing  back;  that  is,  always  providing  their  salaries  continued 
just  the  same.” 

“Just  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Did  any  report¬ 
ers  call?” 

“No,  not  one.” 

“It  is  not  too  late  yet.  Perhaps  Fraleigh’s  remains  were 
not  identified.  I  took  away  his  papers.  It  wouldn’t  sur¬ 
prise  me  if  that  is  the  how  of  it.” 

“Let  it  rest  till  morning.  But  we  can  easily  ascertain 
how  the  case  stands.” 
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Old  King  Brady  went  to  the  telephone,  and  called  up 
the  Old  Slip  police  station. 

“It  is  as  1  thought,”  he  said,  when  he  turned  away  from 
the  phone. 

“There  has  been  no  identification.  The  body  is  in  the 
Morgue.” 

“I  noticed  that  you  did  not  tell  them  anything,”  said 
Jack. 

“No;  as  I  said,  we  will  let  it  rest  until  morning,  and 
now,  Mr.  Dodgling,  you  had  better  go  home.  W  e  shall  re¬ 
main  here  to-night.” 

“With  the  idea  of  finding  this  supposed  secret  pas¬ 
sage?” 

“  Yes;  it  is  real.  Fraleigh  confessed  to  it  with  his  dying 
breath.  A  man  don’t  lie  at  a  time  like  that.” 

“Shall  I  stay  with  you?  Why  not?” 

“Frankly,  we  had  rather  put  the  night  in  alone.” 

“Oh,  very  well.  Just  as  you  say.” 

“It  will  be  best.  Let  us  call  up  the  watchman,  and 
arrange  for  our  admission  to  the  building  later  on.” 

McManus  was  summoned,  and  the  Bradys  explained. 

It  was  now  half-past  four  o’clock. 

“We  may  go  out  before  the  building  is  closed,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “If  so,  we  will  give  you  the  five  rings  on 
our  return.”  ^ 

“All  right,  sir,”  replied  McManus.  “I  shall  be  on 
hand.” 

Jack  left  with  the  watchman,  and  the  Bradys  having 
obtained  his  key,  passed  through  to  the  private  rooms. 

“What  we  want  to  do,  Harry,  is  to  see  what  is  on  the 
other  side  of  this  wall  before  the  building  next  door 
closes,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now  let  us  have  a  look.” 

He  opened  the  window  at  the  end  of  the  suite,  and 
leaned  out. 

“There  is  a  window  there,”  he  announced,  “and  that 
would  seem  as  if  there  must  be  an  office  which  is  in  use. 
No  secret  room,  at  all  events.” 

“The  windows  seem  to  be  on  a  level  with  those  of  this 
building,”  said  Harry,  craning  his  neck  so  as  to  get  a  look 
over  the  old  detective’s  shoulder. 

“Y'es.  That  would  bring  it  on  the  12th  story.  Come, 
let’s  go  in  there  and  see  what’s  doing.” 

They  locked  up  the  offices  and  went  down  on  Wall 
street. 

Entering  the  next  building,  where  the  elevator  was  still 
running,  they  were  taken  up  to  the  12th  floor. 

“Last  office  on  the  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now 
let's  see.  Ha!  No  name  on  the  door,  nor  on  the  next  this 
■way,  but  here  we  have  Col.  Tom  Springer’s  offices,  all 
right.” 

The  word  was  scarcely  uttered  when  the  door  of  the 
Springer  office  opened,  and  the  colonel  himself,  accom¬ 
panied  by  another  man,  came  out. 

Col.  Springer  threw  a  searching  glance  at  Old  King 
Brady,  and  paused. 

“Were  you  looking  for  anyone?”  he  asked. 

“He  knows  me,”  thought  the  old  detective. 
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“He  knows  him,”  thought  Harry.  “Confound  the 
luck!  The  Governor’s  trademark  clothes  are  a  regular 
give-away.” 

“Oh,  Mr.  Springer,  I  believe?”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
producing  a  pair  of  eye-glasses,  and  fixing  them  upon  his 
nose. 

“That’s  my  name.  YTou  have  the  advantage  of  me,” 
was  the  cool  reply. 

“Oh,  indeed!  Y'es,  I  supposed  it  was  your  name,  for 
I  saw  it  on  your  sign.  Was  I  looking  for  anyone?  Oh, 
yes,  for  a  Mr.  Goldhammer.  I  had  the  address,  room 
1244,  but  there  I  see  no  sign.”  , 

“Those  two  rooms  are  private.  There  is  no  Goldham¬ 
mer  on  this  floor,”  replied  Springer,  and  followed  by  the 
other  man,  he  walked  to  the  elevator  and  rang. 

Old  King  Brady  entered  right  behind  him,  Harry  fol¬ 
lowing. 

They  walked  up  Wall  street. 

Springer  and  his  companion  turned  into  Nassau  street, 
but  the  Bradys  turned  down  Broad. 

Not  until  they  were  out  of  sight  of  the  broker  did  either 
speak. 

“Come,  that’s  the  time  we  were  caught!”  Harry  then 
remarked. 

“It  is  certainly  a  bit  unfortunate,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “But  it  can  make  no  real  difference  in  the  end.” 

“I  think  he  knew  you.” 

“And  I  am  sure  of  it.  I’d  like  to  know  wffio  that  fellow 
was  with  him.” 

“Do  you  think  he  knew  who  you  were,  or  only  recog¬ 
nized  you  as  the  man  he  saw  in  Fraleigh’s  office  this 
morning  ?” 

“Oh,  I  think  he  knew  me  both  times,  as  far  as  that 
goes.” 

“Strange.” 

“What  is?” 

“That  he  should  know  you  so  readily.” 

“Shut  up!  No  more  of  your  impudence!”  retorted  the 
old  detective,  now  realizing  that  Harry's  remarks  were 
leading  up  to  the  old  joke  about  his  trademark  clothes. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?”  demanded  Young  Kin^ 
Brady. 

Going  back.  I  want  to  see  the  watchman  or  janitor  or 
superintendent  of  that  building,  whatever  the  caretaker 
calls  himself.” 

They  returned  and  were  fortunate  enough  to  meet  the 
“superintendent,”  for  such  was  the  janitor’s  title,  in  the 
lower  hall. 

To  this  man  the  old  detective  introduced  himself. 

“Who  has  the  rear  offices  on  the  right  on  the  twelfth 
floor?”  he  asked. 

“Those  are  private,  sir,”  was  the  reply. 

“Private  for  Springer  &  Co.?” 

“No,  sir.  They  are  reserved  by  Mr.  Dodgling.  the 
owner  of  the  building. 

“For  what  purpose?” 

“For  his  own  use  when  he  wants  to  use  them.  Mv 
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o:\hrs  arc  not  to  tell  this  to  anybody,  but  1  understand 

wnv  you  ask.“ 


“Mr.  Robbins,”  said  the  old  detective,  “have  you  been 


“0  i,  you  do!”  exclaimed  the  old  detective.  “And  what 
do  you  understand,  then?” 

“That  you  are  working  for  Mr.  Dodgling,  sir;  that  some¬ 
thing  has  gone  wrong  with  the  old  gentleman.” 

“That  is  a  fact.  But,  look  here,  we  are  trying  to  keep 
this  business  a  profound  secret.  Who  told  you,  now,  that 
this  is  on?” 

‘Air.  White,  who  is  superintendent  next  door.” 

“Oh!  In  that  case  if  it  is  just  between  yourself  and 
Mr.  Y\  hite,  there  is  no  harm  done.  Now,  mister,  let  me 
§ee,  what  is  your  name  again?” 

“Robbins.” 

“Oh,  yes.  Now,  Mr.  Robbins,  I  want  to  have  a  look 
inside  those  offices.” 

“I  can't  help  you,  Mr.  Brady.  I  have  no  means  of  get¬ 
ting  in  there  unless  I  break  in.  I  am  willing  to  do  that  if 
you  say  the  word.” 

“You  are .  certainly  very  accommodating,  but  I  don't 
care  to  break  in.” 

“Something  ought  to  be  done.  I  told  Mr.  Fraleigh  so 
yesterday.” 

“We  are  doing  all  that  should  be  done.  Now  tell  me 
all  about  those  offices.” 

“There  is  nothing  more  to  tell.  Mr.  Dodgling  uses 
them  at  times;  that  is  all  I  know.” 

“They  are  on  the  other  side  of  the  hall  from  his  pri¬ 
vate  rooms  next  door?” 

“I  so  understand.  I  was  never  in  the  rooms  next 
door.” 

“Nor  in  there?” 

“No.” 

“Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  there  might  be  a  secret 
passage  from  one  set  of  offices  to  the  other  ?” 

“I  have  thought  so,  yes.” 

“But  you  don’t  know  it?” 

“No.” 

“What  gave  you  the  idea?” 

“Because  I  have  seen  Mr.  Dodgling  come  out  of  those 
offices  many  times,  but  I  never  saw  him  go  in.” 

“A  very  strong  reason.  Will  you  go  upstairs  with  me? 
Perhaps  I  can  find  a  way  of  opening  the  door.” 

“Certainly.  I  will  do  whatever  you  wish?”  said  Mr. 

Robbins,  and  upstairs  they  went. 

“You  see.  Mr.  Brady,”  remarked  the  superintendent, 
“there  is  no  keyhole  here.  You  can’t  open  the  door  except 
from  the  inside.” 

He  took  hold  of  the  knob  and  shook  the  door. 

“It  is  the  same  with  the  other  office,”  he  added. 

“Any  door  communicating  with  Col.  Springer’s  offices?” 
Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“No.” 

“TL'-  onlv  wav  we  could  get  a  look  in  there  is  to  cut 
out  the  gla^  or  force  the  door.” 

“That’s  it.” 


away  any  night  this  week  ?” 

“Yes,  I  was  away  Monday  night.” 

“Who  took  your  place?” 

“No  one.  I  am  not  on  duty  at  night.  We  have  a 
watchman  for  that  work,  same  as  they  do  next  door.” 

“I  see.  Is  he  in  the  building  now  ?” 

“No;  he  don’t  live  in  the  building.  I  do.  It’s  just  the 
other  way  next  door.” 

“I  see.  Have  you  full  confidence  in  this  watch¬ 
man?” 

“Just  the  opposite.  I  have  no  confidence  in  him  what¬ 
ever.  I  believe  him  to  be  a  rascal.  I  have  told  Mr.  Dodg¬ 
ling  so  several  times.” 

“And  still  he  kept  him  on?” 

“Yes;  he  would  not  hear  to  the  man’s  being  dis¬ 
charged.” 

“What  is  his  name?” 

“Gus  Dawling.” 

“I  must  interview  Mr.  Gus  Dawling,  but  in  the  mean¬ 
time  say  nothing  to  him  about  this  business.  You  haven’t 
done  so,  I  hope?” 

“Not  a  word.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  opened  the  end  window  in  the 
hall  and  climbed  out. 

When  he  closed  the  window  at.  the  end  of  Mr.  Dodg- 
ling’s  private  suite  he  hung  a  towel  out  and  shut  the  sash 
upon  it.  ^ 

There  was  the  towel  in  the  window  on  a  line  with  the 
window  of  the  closed  office. 

“There  you  are,  Harr}7,”  remarked  the  old  detective; 
“we  have  located  the  other  side  all  right,  and  there  is 
mystery  here,  too,  you  see.” 

“What  do  you  think  about  it  all,  Mr.  Brady  ?”  demanded 
Robbins. 

“Well,  to  you  I  say  that  I  believe  there  has  been  foul 
play  of  some  kind,”  was  the  reply. 

“It  seems  so  to  me.  Do  you  suspect  any  one?” 

“We  have  not  got  that  far  in  the  case  yet,  but  if  you 
have  any  suspicions  I  should  be  pleased  to  hear  them.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  say  I  have.” 

As  he  spoke  the  superintendent  seemed  involuntarily  to 
fix  his  eyes  upon  Col.  Springer’s  name  painted  on  the 
office  door. 

“You  are  thinking  of  Col.  Springer,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“You  must  be  something  of  a  mind  reader,  then.  I 
confess  I  was.” 

“What  sort  of  a  man  is  the  Colonel?” 

“Oh,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say.” 

“But  you  must  say  what  you  think.” 

“Well,  then,  I  don’t  like  him,  and  there  is  no  reason 
why  I  should.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  against  him?” 

“He  did  me  out  of  $2,000  a  year  ago.” 

“In  a  stock  transaction?” 

“Yes.” 
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“How? 


“1  gave  him  that  amount  to  speculate  with.  He  claimed 
to  have  put  it  on  a  stock  which  tumbled  all  to  pieoes  within 
twenty-four  hours  and  wiped  my  margin  out.  I  don't  be¬ 
lieve  he  ever  placed  the  money  at  all.” 

“A  serious  charge,  Mr.  Bobbins.” 

“That’s  what  it  is,  and  it  is  one  I  can’t  prove,  so  there 
you  are.” 

“Have  you  ever  heard  of  any  one  else  having  a  similar 
experience  with  the  Colonel?” 

“Yes,  I  know  two  parties  whom  he  did  up  the  same 
way.” 

“But  he  could  hardly  catch  Old  King  Copper  by  any 
such  ancient  game?” 

“Well,  I  should  say  not!” 

“But,  on  the  other  hand,  a  man  who  is  a  cinch  in  one 
thing  may  be  in  another.  I  think  with  you,  Mr.  Bobbins, 
that  Col.  Springer  will  bear  watching.  But  we  must  be 
going.  Keep  mum  on  all  this  now.” 

The  superintendent  repeated  his  promise,  and  the 
Bradys  left  the  building. 

_  / 

CHAPTEK  VIII.  . 

THE  BRADYS  BETRAYED. 

\ 

“The  evidence  is  gathering  by  leaps  and  bounds,  Gov¬ 
ernor,”  remarked  Harry,  as  they  entered  the  Dodgling 
building. 

“It  is  indeed,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  think 
under  the  circumstances  we  will  go  right  to  work  and  not 
wait  for  night.” 

“It  is  after  five  now.” 

“Exactly.  If  we  could  finish  right  up  we  could  go  to 
supper  and  get  a  good  night’s  rest.” 

“You  don’t  expect  to  have  it  so  easy?” 

“Frankly,  I  don’t.  But  we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see.” 

The  elevator  was  making  its  last  trip  when  it  carried  the 
Bradys  up.  / 

The  detectives  entered  the  Dodgling  offices  and  locked 

O  O 

themselves  in. 

Going  into  the  bedroom,  they  began  their  search  there. 

“You  will  perceive,  Harry,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady, 
“that  this  room  is  opposite  the  first  of  those  closed  offices.” 

“I  see.  The  sitting-room,  or  whatever  you  like  to  call 
it,  adjoins  Springer’s  private  office.” 

“Yes.  So  it  lies  between  this  room  and  the  little  bed¬ 
room  occupied  by  the  Japanese  valet.” 

“Exactly.  Shall  I  tackle  the  problem  in  there?” 

“You  may  as  well.  I  can  work  alone  here  well  enough.” 

The  Bradys  have  ways  of  their  own  of  finding  out  secret 
panels  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

Their  scheme  is  to  take  a  section  of  wall  and  examine 
every  inch  of  it. 

Tt  is  very  seldom  that  anything  escapes  them. 


The  examination  already  made  had  been  a  hurried  one 
and  counted  for  nothing. 

For  the  best  part  of  an  hour  they  continued  their  work. 

They  were  still  at  it  when  there  came  a  loud  knocking 
on  the  door. 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  to  open  it  and  found  McManus, 
the  watchman,  and  Mr.  Bobbins  outside. 

“May  I  see  you  a  moment,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  the 
superintendent. 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Come  right 
in.” 

“I  am  so  relieved  to  find  you  here,”  said  Bobbins,  after 
the  door  was  closed.  “I  came  into  the  building  just  as  a 
flyer  and  asked  McManus  if  you  were  likely  to  come  here 
to-night,  and  he  told  me  you  were  already  here.” 

“Yes,  we  propose  to  remain  here  for  some  time.  What 
is  it  vou  wish?” 

*  • 

“I  want  to  tell  you  that  about  half  an  hour  ago  Colonel 

Springer  came  to  the  gate  and  rang  the  bell.  He  asked 
me  if  he  could  use  his  office  during  the  evening,  saying 
that  he  and  some  friends  wanted  to  hold  a  private  meet¬ 
ing.” 

“And  vou  consented?” 

«/ 

“Yes.  He  paid  me,  of  course.  This  is  sometimes  done.” 

“I  see.”  j 

“And  his  friends  followed  him?” 

“Yes,  they  are  all  in  now,  nine  all  told.” 

“So?  Do  you  know  any  of  them?” 

“I  know  two,  Mr.  Wensley  and  Mr.  Levi,  of  Levi  & 
Meyer.” 

“  Good  !  They  are  in  Springer’s  office  now  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Thank  you  very  much,  Mr.  Bobbins.  This  may  help 
us.” 

“I  shall  be  glad  if  it  does.  Of  course,  I  don’t  know 
what  you  arc  about  here,  but  I  can  guess.” 

“Well?” 

“Looking  for  some  secret  way  into  Old  King  Copper’s 
private  offices  next  door?” 

“When  the  case  is  finished  up,  Mr.  Bobbins,  I'll  let  you 
know  how  close  you  came  to  it.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right.  I  don’t  want  to  butt  in.” 

“We  are  very  much  obliged.” 

*Mr.  Bobbins  withdrew  and  Old  King  Brady  resumed 
his  work. 

Harry  came  into  the  bedroom  wanting  to  know  about 
the  superintendent. 

“Looks  as  if  we  might  come  up  against  the  gang  in  case 
we  succeed  in  getting  in  there,”  he  remarked. 

“It  does,  indeed!”  said  Old  King  Bradv. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

“Oh,  nothing  now.  We  will  find  the  secret  door  first. 
How  near  have  you  got  through  with  your  wall?” 

“I’m  all  through  with  the  wall  part  ~  There  is  a  closet 
to  be  examined  yet.” 

“Come  on ;  we  will  look  that  closet 
secret  mav  lie  there.” 


over  together.  The 
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1  bey  tvassed  on  to  the  Japanese  valet’s  little  room. 
*'Ti\e  closet  \*as  certainly  a  peculiar  affair,  for  it  was 
-a.lt,  into  the  party  wall  of  the  building. 

lh  re  were  many  coats  and  hats  hanging  up  in  there 
"hen  Old  Iving  Brady  examined  it  on  the  previous  occa¬ 
sion. 

therefore  his  attention  had  not  been  called  to  its  un¬ 
usual  depth. 

“liumph  1"  he  muttered.  “Well,  I  guess  you  have  hit 

it,  Harry.” 

“I  am  inclined  to  think  so.  The  party  wall  must  have 
been  cut  awav  to  let  that  closet  in.” 

“And  such  a  thing  would  never  have  been  done  without 
some  powerful  motive.” 

“Exactly.  Go  ahead  and  see  what  you  can  make  out 

of  it.” 

“Just  a  minute,  Governor.” 

“Well?” 

“Don't  it  strike  you  that  our  friend,  Mr.  Bobbins,  is  a 
little  too  friendly?” 

“It  certainly  does.  I  was  wanting  to  hear  you  speak 
out.” 

“That  last  tip  of  his  was  a  bird.  I  believe  he  is  trying 
tc  lure  us  into  some  trap.” 

“He  is  a  double-dealing  fellow  beyond  all  doubt,  but 
whether  he  is  simply  trying  to  hedge  in  case  Old  King 
Copper  should  suddenly  turn  up  and  send  us  all  about  our 
business,  or  whether  he  is  actually  trying  to  put  us  into  a 
hole  I  haven’t  the  least  idea.” 

“We  had  better  be  on  our  guard.” 

“I  am  always  that,  Harry".  Always!  Never  make  any 
mistake  on  that  score;  but  go  on  and  see  if  you  can  start 
anything  up.” 

Harry  entered  the  closet,  while  Old  King  Brady",  light¬ 
ing  a  cigar,  stood  watching  him. 

This  is  the  old  detective’s  style. 

He  always  puts  Harry  forward  where  he  has  the  chance, 
although  sometimes  he  will  call  him  down  pretty  well  in 
private. 

Young  King  Brady  had  not  been  at  it  two  minutes  when 
a  click  was  heard  and  the  back  of  the  closet  was  seen  to 

move. 

“Ha !  so  you  have  found  it !”  breathed  the  old  detective. 
“Hush!  Not  an  unnecessary  sound  now!” 

“It’s  a  button  in  the  floor.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to 
tread  on  it !”  whispered  Harry. 

“It's  all  right,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  thing 
moves  on  greased  pivots.  Good  enough !” 

The  whole  back  of  the  closet  swung  around  as  Harry 

pushed  it. 

\\TiPn  straightened  out  one  could  walk  through  into  an- 
other  closet. 

There  were  clothes  hooks  on  both  sides  of  this  peculiar 

partition. 

On  the  north  side  were  old  coats  and  trousers  hang- 

Bcyond  was  a  door. 


Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  there  was  a  clothes  closet  in 
both  buildings,  and  this  revolving  partition  formed  the 
secret  passage  between  the  two. 

Old  King  Brady  turned  out  the  electric  light  and 
brought  his  dark  lantern  into  play. 

“Now  we  are  up  against  it,”  he  whispered,  “and  we 
want  to  go  almighty  slow.” 

Harry  passed  through  into  the  other  closet  and  tried  the 
door. 

It  yielded  readily  to  his  touch. 

He  threw  back  the  door  and  the  detectives  breathlessly 
waited. 

Not  a  sound  could  be  heard. 

Old  King  Brady  passed  through  on  one  side  of  the  par¬ 
tition;,  Harry  going  on  the  other. 

“Here  we  are !”  whispered  the  old  detective.  “We’ve 
got  the  place  to  ourselves  at  all  events.” 

They  had  penetrated  to  Old  King  Copper’s  inner  sanc¬ 
tum  at  last. 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  his  lantern  about. 

The  rooms  were  the  duplicate  of  the  suite  in  the  Dodg- 
ling  building,  except  that  there  was  no  sitting-room  nor 
any  small  sleeping-room. 

The  room  they  had  entered  was  a  kitchen. 

The  one  beyond  was  a  bedroom,  comfortably  furnish¬ 
ed. 

There  was  every  facility  for  cooking  over  gas,  plenty  of 
dishes,  table  linen,  et  cetera. 

In  the  bedroom  was  a  small  safe  and  a  desk,  both  of 
which  were  locked. 
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It  was  simply  a  second  retreat  for  the  old  Copper 
King. 

In  a  closet  in  the  bedroom  were  wigs  and  beards  and 
various  suits  of  clothes  to  help  out  a  disguise. 

Nothing  appeared  to  have  been  disturbed. 

“The  sly  old  fox!”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “Even 
if  it  came  to  detectives  being  after  him,  he  would  have 
been  safe  enough  here  so  long  as  he  could  trust  his  man 
Bobbins.  But  not  a  bit  longer,  Harry — mark  that.” 

“Just  the  same  these  rooms  may  have  proved  his  un¬ 
doing.” 

“Bight!  They  only  add  to  the  mystery.  Now,  listen. 
[  don’t  hear  a  sound  in  Springer’s  office.” 

“Nor  I.  If  there  is  a  meeting  going  on  in  there  it  must 
be  of  the  Quaker  order.” 

“The  partition  may  be  unusually  thick.” 

“It  may  be  so,  but  just  the  same  I  don’t  believe  it. 
There  should  be  some  sign  of  life.” 

They  listened  intently  for  as  much  as  five  minutes,  but 
not  a  sound  was  heard. 

“I  think  we  will  venture  out  and  look  up  Mr.  Bobbins,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “The  spring  which  controls  this 
door  works  easily  enough  from  this  side.” 

“I  take  it  that  Dodgling  never  went  in  this  way  and 
never  went  out  the  other  when  he  used  these  rooms.” 

“Perhaps.  Still  he  may  have  had  .some  way  of  opening 
the  door.” 
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Old  King  Brady  opened  it  himself  as  he  spoke. 

They  now  found  themselves  in  the  hall  on  the  twelfth 
floor,  where  they  had  encountered  Col.  Springer. 

It  was  not  yet  dark.  The  darkness  in  the  secret  rooms 
had  been  on  account  of  heavy  curtains  which  concealed 
the  windows. 

Just  as  the  old  detective  was  about  to  give  his  attention 
to  the  Springer  door  he  heard  footsteps  approaching  at 
the  other  end  of  the  hall. 

“Hush!”  breathed  Harry.  “Some  one  is  coming.” 

“I  hear,”  replied  Old  King  Bradv.  “Come  ahead.” 

It  was  only  Mr.  Robbins. 

He  threw  up  his  hands  when  he  caught  sight  of  them 
and  appeared  immensely  surprised. 

“Well,  well!”  he  exclaimed,  “so  you  did  manage  to  get 
through.  This  is  great !” 

“Yes,  here  we  are !”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“And  you  found  the  secret  passage?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good !” 

“How'  about  that?” 

Old  King  Brady  jerked  his  thumb  in  the  direction  of 
the  Springer  door. 

“They  have  gone.  They  were  gone  when  I  got  back,” 
the  superintendent  replied. 

“A  short  session?” 

“Yes,  so  it  seems.” 

“Well,  we  are  through  here  for  the  present,  Mr.  Rob¬ 
bins.” 

“You  found  no  trace  of  Mr.  Dodgling  in  there?” 

“None  whatever.” 

“I  see  that  you  have  left  the  door  ajar.  Can  I  go  in? 
I  am  curious  to  see  what  sort  of  a  place  Old  King  Copper 
has  in  there.” 

“Why,  certainly!”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The 
building  is  in  your  charge.  It  is  not  for  us  to  say  where 
you  shall  or  shall  not  go.” 

He  turned  back  and  threw  open  the  door. 

Mr.  Robbins  went  through  the  two  rooms,  looking  at 
everything  curiously. 

“So  this  is  his  holy  of  holies?”  he  said,  sneeringly. 
“Don’t  look  as  if  he  had  been  here  lately,  though.” 

“It  certainly  does  not,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “But 
the  discovery  of  the  secret  passage  between  the  two  build¬ 
ings  puts  a  different  face  on  the  affair.” 

“And  how?” 

“Why,  simply  that  there  is  nothing  to  hinder  the  old 
man  from  locking  himself  in  next  door  and  going  out  this 
way.  There  is  no  telling  where  he  may  have  gone  to  or 
what  may  have  happened  to  him  now.” 

“That  is  so.” 

“So  vou  see  how  the  case  stands,  Mr.  Robbins.  Shall 
we  close  the  door?” 

“Xo,  leave  it  open,  please.  I  wish,  though,  you  would 
-how  me  how  the  secret  spring  on  the  dividing  door 
works.” 


“Certainly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Just  -tep 
here.” 

He  made  all  plain  to  Mr.  Robbins,  and,  having  closed 
the  secret  door,  they  returned  to  the  building  in  which 
the  Springer  offices  were  located. 

“You  may  let  us  out  this  way,  if  you  will,  Mr.  Robbins,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “We  shall  not  follow  this  case  up 
any  longer  to-night.” 

“Won’t  you  join  me  in  a  glass  of  wine,  gentlemen?” 
asked  the  superintendent.  “My  office  is  right  here  on  this 
floo£,” 

“Thank  you,  no,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We  must 
be  on  the  move.” 

“But  just  come  in  and  see  my  den.  You  can  take  a 
cigar,  at  all  events.” 

The  invitation  was  carelessly  given. 

Mr.  Robbins’s  manner  reads  more  insistent  than  it 
sounded  to  the  Bradys  then. 

The  superintendent  led  them  to  the  other  end  of  the 
corridor  and  opened  a  door. 

“Walk  right  in,  gentlemen,”  he  said  in  a  loud  voice. 

And  the  Bradys  stepped  inside  to  find  themselves  con¬ 
fronted  by  three  masked  men,  who  thrust  revolvers  in  their 
faces.  N 

“Move  an  inch  and  vou  are  dead  ones !”  the  taller  of  the 
trio  exclaimed. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  CAPTURE  OE  THE  BRADYS. 

Although  in  a  measure  prepared  for  something  of  this 
very  sort,  the  Bradys  were  taken  by  surprise. 

If  Robbins  had  suggested  going  into  the  Springer  offices 
Old  King  Brady  would  have  hesitated. 

But  on  the  door  of  this  office  the  words  “Superintendent 
of  Buildings”  were  plainly  painted. 

Thus  it  was  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world  that 
the  detectives  should  have  acted  in  the  way  they  did. 

“Ah,  Mr.  Robbins !”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  in  deeply 
sarcastic  tones,  “so  you  are  a  traitor  to  your  employer! 
I  expected  this !” 

“Hold  your  tongue,  you  old  fiend !”  cried  another  of  the 
men. 

He  held  in  his  hand  a  short  riding  whip — the  sort  called 
a  “crop,”  which  he  snapped  viciously  about  Old  King 
Brady’s  head. 

Xo  answer  came  to  the  old  detective's  remark. 

He  heard  the  door  slam  behind  him  and  he  rightly  con¬ 
cluded  that  Robbins  had  taken  himself  off. 

And  here  were  the  detectives  in  the  clutches  of  the 
Copper  conspirators  at  last. 

One  of  the  men  was  dressed  like  a  gentleman,  but  he 
of  the  whip  and  the  other  wore  coarser  clothing. 

Their  masks  consisted  simply  of  pocket  handkerchiefs 
with  eveholes,  tied  over  their  faces. 
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“Tie  these  men  up!"  cried  the  one  who  had  acted  as 
>;*»ke>raan.  "Be  quick  about  it,  too.” 

“Wait!”  interposed  Old  King  Brady.  “Allow  me  to 
say,  gentlemen - ” 

“Hold!"  cried  the  spokesman;  “not  another  word  or 
V ou  are  dead  ones !  Don't  think  that  we  shall  hesitate  to 
kill  you!  There  are  millions  involved  in  this  deal,  and 
we  propose  to  have  them — see?  Nothing  shall  be  allowed 
to  stand  in  our  way.” 

“Oh !  It  is  as  serious  as  that,  is  it?” 

“Once  more  I  warn  you  !  Utter  another  word  until  you 
are  told  to  speak,  and  your  hours  are  numbered !” 

'Clearly  k  was  a  time  for  keeping  quiet. 

The  Bradys  took  the  hint  and  maintained  silence. 

The  two  masks  got  busy  then,  the  spokesman  keeping 
them  covered  all  the  while,  a  revolver  in  each  hand. 

The  detectives  were  now  not  only  securely  tied  but  were 
fastened  back  to  back. 

In  addition  to  this,  handkerchiefs  were  tied  over  their 
mouths. 

This  accomplished,  the  revolvers  were  lowered  and  the 
spokesman  threw  open  the  door. 

“Forward,  march!”  he  cried. 

But  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  march. 

The  Bradys*  legs  were  tied  together. 

Their  queer,  shuffling  gait,  when  they  attempted  to  walk 
was  absurd  and  they  made  no  headway  at  all. 

“March !”  shouted  the  man  with  the  whip,  and  he 
brought  it  down  over  the  detectives’  shoulders. 

One  can  do  a  good  deal  when  forced  to  it. 

The  detectives  managed  to  waddle  after  the  spokesman, 
who  led  them  to  the  door  of  Col.  Tom  Springer’s  office. 

Here  a  double  knock  was  given  and  the  door  flew  open. 

Through  the  opening  the  detectives  could  see  a  number 
of  men  similarly  masked  seated  in  chairs. 

The  Bradys  were  marched  into  the  masked  assemblage, 
tied  back  to  back,  the  man  with  the  whip  standing  guard. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  the  mask  who  met  them,  “let  me 
introduce  the  most  notorious  of  butters-in  and  spies — the 
Bradys !” 

As  the  spokesman  said  this  the  fellow  behind  aghin 
brought  his  whip  down  upon  Old  King  Brady’s  head  and 
followed  up  his  cruelty  by  giving  Harry  a  cut. 

But  the  detectives  bore  it  like  Trojans. 

--  Not  a  sound  escaped  them. 

“Enough  of  that !”  cried  one  of  the  masks  in  the  chairs. 
“You  have  begun  your  work  well,  and  we  are  prepared  to 
put  the  deal  through,  as  arranged,  but  we  want  no  un- 
cruelty.  Don  t  use  that  whip  again.” 

Then  there  was  silence  for  a  few  moments. 

This  gave  the  detectives  a  chance  to  look  about  them. 

The  windows  here  were  obscured  by  heavy  curtains,  and 
the  electric  light  was  turned  on. 

The  office  paraphernalia  had  been  pushed  to  one  side  to 
V'  he  room  for  the  chairs. 

The  Bradys  stood  awaiting  their  fate. 

At  last  the  man  spoke  again. 


This  time  his  voice  was  even  more  like  that  of  Cel. 
Tom  Springer  than  it  had  been  before. 

Old  King  Brady  felt  satisfied  that  he  knew  with  whom 
he  had  to  deal. 

“Mr.  Brady — you,  the  old  one,  I  mean - ”  said  the 

mask,  “you  have  run  a  long  career  in  this  town,  but  it  ie 
at  an  end.  When  you  took  up  with  this  case  of  Old  King 
Copper  your  own  judgment  should  have  told  you  that  you 
were  probably  bucking  powerful  interests.  I'm  surprised 
at  a  man  of  your  experience  being  such  a  fool.” 

Of  course,  there  was  no  answer. 

Old  King  Brady  found  hynself  powerless  to  speak. 

“There  is  just  one  chance  that  we  may  be  able  to  spare 
your  life,”  continued  the  man,  “and  only  one.  What  that 
chance  is  I  am  not  prepared  to  state  now.  Were  it  other¬ 
wise  you  would  go  out  of  this  room  a  corpse  instead  of  a 
living  man.  I  advise  you,  however,  to  prepare  for  death, 
for  it  is  not  likely  that  your  lives  can  be  safely  spared.” 

There  was  another  pause,  during  which  the  man  con¬ 
ferred  with  his  next  neighbor  in  whispers. 

“You  had  better  find  out,”  Old  King  Brady  heard  the 
other  say. 

“Remove  the  gag  from  Old  King  Brady,”  said  the 
speaker  then. 

This  was  done. 

“Now,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  mask,  “}tou  have  discovered 
the  secret  door  between  these  two  buildings.  Let  me  ask 
you,  does  Jack  Dodgling  know?” 

“He  does  not.” 

“Thank  you  for  your  prompt  reply.  It  will  pay  you  to 
be  frank.  Does  Jack  believe  his  father  dead?” 

“He  neither  believes  nor  disbelieves.” 

“I  understand  that  James  Fraleigh  died  suddenly  to¬ 
day?” 

“It  is  so.” 

“And  that  you  were  with  him  at  the  time  of  his  death.” 

“Yes.” 

“State  the  details  briefly,  if  you  please.” 

Under  circumstances  like  these  Old  King  Brady  adopt¬ 
ed  the  plan  of  seeming  to  chime  in  with  the  enemy. 

He  did  it  now  and  told  without  reserve  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  Fraleigh’s  death. 

“Thank  you,”  said  the  mask.  “Now,  one  question 
more;  or,  rather,  two,  as  I  shall  put  it.  Has  Jack  Dodg- 
iing  gone  over  his  father’s  private  papers?” 

“He  has  not  been  able  tts  do  so  to  any  extent,  as  Mr. 
Dodgling’s  private  safe  is  locked,  and  the  son  has  not  the 
combination.” 

“But  outside  of  the  safe  he  has  examined  what  he  could 
find?” 

""“Yes.” 

“Did  he  find  the  old  man’s  will?” 

“My  partner  was  with  him  at'  the  time.  I  do  not  know. 
Answer,  Harry,  if  you  have  anything  to  say.” 

“Remove  the  young  man’s  gag,”  said  the  mask. 

It  was  done,  and  Harry  answered  “No.” 
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“ That,  1  believe,  is  all,”  said  the  mask,  looking  at  his 


watch. 

“May  1  say  a  word?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“Not  one,  unless  you  wish  to  die,”  was  the  reply. 

The  handkerchiefs  were  then  again  tied  over  the  detec¬ 
tives'  mouths. 

The  masks  now  retired  to  the  inner  office  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  the  man  with  the  whip,  and  his  companion. 

These  two  Old  King  Brady  had  already  concluded  were 
of  a  different  sort,  and  not  brokers  belonging  to  this  secret 
league. 

If  it  had  been  in  his  power  the  old  detective  would 
have  appealed  to  them. 

The  handkerchiefs  were  so  tightly  tied,  however,  that 
he  could  not  utter  an  audible  sound 

A  tedious  wait  of  the  best  part  of  an  hour  followed. 

Then  at  last  there  came  a  sharp  rap  on  the  door. 

The  man  with  the  whip  opened  it,  and  Mr.  Bobbins 
stepped  in. 

He  grinned  sarcastically  at  the  Bradys,  and  said : 

“Is  the  boss  inside?” 

“He  is.  Do  you  want  to  see  him?”  replied  the  man 
with  the  whip. 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll  tell  him.” 

“Mr.  Bobbins  asking  for  you,  sir,”  he  said  when  the 
door  was  opened  after  a  respectful  knock. 

“These  are  two  toughs  or  two  private  detectives  who 
have  sold  themselves  to  these  fellows,”  thought  Old  King 
Brady.  “Doubtless  we  shall  have  to  deal  with  them  later 
on.” 

The  mask  whom  Old  King  Brady  took  to  be  Col.  Sprin¬ 
ger  stepped  out. 

“Well,  Bobbins?”  he  demanded,  “has  the  carriage 
come?” 

“It  has,  sir.  All  is  ready.” 

“Very  good.  Now,  untie  these  men,  except  for  their 
arms.  Get  their  hats  and  put  them  on.  You  have  got  the 
two  overcoats  I  ordered?” 

“Yes.  They  are  outside.” 

“Put  those  on,  too.  Get  them  started  as  quickly  and 
as  quietly  as  possible.” 

Having  said  this,  “Col.  Springer”  returned  inside. 

The  man  with  the  whip  now  cut  the  Bradys  apart  and 
put  their  hats  on. 

Bobbins  brought  in  two  overcoats. 

These  were  thrown  about  the  Bradys,  being  secured  at 
the  neck  by  buttoning  the  top  button. 

This  effectually  concealed  their  arms. 

Now  the  handkerchiefs  were  removed,  and  the  man 
with  the  whip  drew  a  revolver  and  threw  his  whip  aside. 

“You  will  follow  me,  and  don’t  you  dare  to  open  your 
heads,”  he  growled. 

They  went  down  on  the  elevator,  Bobbins  managing 
the  lever. 

The  superintendent  now  went  ahead,  but  returned  in  a 
moment. 


“The  coast  is  clear,”  he  said,  “but  for  heaven  fake 
hurry  them  across  the  sidewalk.  If  they  are  seen  by  the 
night  watchman  on  this  block  it  spells  trouble  for  me 
every  time.” 

An  old-fashioned  four-seated  hack  stood  at  the  door, 
and  the  Bradys  were  now  jammed  into  it. 

The  two  men  had  removed  their  masks. 

They  sprang  in  after  the  detectives,  and  the  hack  start¬ 
ed  up  Wall  street  at  a  rattling  pace.  §4 

It  was  as  Old  King  Brady  had  anticipated. 

The  men  were  certainly  not  brokers. 

They  were  tough-looking  characters,  both  of  them. 

Neither  of  the  Bradys  could  remember  to  have  seen 
them  before. 

They  ran  down  Broadway  to  Morris  street,  and  thence 
to  the  river  front,  and  down  on  a  wharf. 

Here  the  hack  stopped,  and  the  detectives  wmre  taken 
out. 

Two  toughs  stood  ready  to  assist. 

The  Bradys  were  caught  under  the  arms  and  dropped 
into  a  large  rowboat  which  lay  alongside  the  wharf. 

The  man  with  the  whip  and  his  companion  got  in  also, 
and  by  a  third  mhn  who  was  already  in  the  boat  the 
Bradys  were  pulled  away. 

f 

_ 

. 

"  CHAPTER  X. 

A  WILD  RIDE  IX  AX  AUTOMOBILE. 

The  Bradys  were  blindfolded  as  soon  as  the  boat  was 
well  out  on  the  river. 

After  that  they  w^ere  taken  out  by  Liberty  Island,  and 
put  aboard  some  yacht. 

Here  they  were  locked  in  a  small  room  between  decks, 
and  left  to  their  own  devices,  while  the  yacht  started  up 
the  Hudson  at  full  speed. 

It  was  the  first  opportunity  the  detectives  had  found  to 
exchange  a  word  since  their  capture. 

“This  is  a  nice  mess,”  growled  Harry,  as  soon  as  they 
found  themselves  alone. 

“It  is  very  unfortunate,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but 
I  don’t  know  as  I  hold  myself  to  blame,  mor  you  either, 
for  that  matter.” 

And  \ et  we  had  discussed  the  chances  of  that  man 
proving  a  traitor.” 

I  know;  just  the  same  they  would  have  captured  us 
even  if  we  had  not  gone  into  that  room.” 

1  suppose  that  is  so.  \\  here  do  you  imagine  thev  in¬ 
tend  to  take  us  to?” 

Probably  to  some  house  up  the  Hudson,  owned  bv  one 
of  their  number.” 

“\ou  think  that  fellow  who  appeared  to  be  the  boss  is 
Colonel  Tom  Springer?” 

“I  am  sure  of  it.” 
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“If  wo  ever  get  out  of  this  there  will  he  some  debts  to 

P*T*\ 

“According  to  Colonel  Tom,  as  we  must  call  him,  we 
have  but  one  chance.” 

“That’s  what  he  said — yes.  What  do  you  suppose  he 
meant  by  it?” 

“Hard  to  guess.  It  wouldn’t  surprise  me  at  all  if  we 
found  Old  King  Copper  up  here.  He  may  be  able  to 
throw  some  light.” 

“Yes,  if  we  see  him.” 

“They  may  have  brought  us  here  for  no  otheT  purpose, 

Harry.” 

“I  see  your  drift.  That’s  so.” 

“Wonder  whose  yacht  this  is?” 

“I  wish  I  knew;  but  all  in  good  time.  I  don’t  despair  of 
getting  out  of  this  snap,  by  any  means.  Just  think  of  the 
number  of  times  we  have  been  so  situated.  We  always 
find  a  way  to  escape.”  • 

“I  know  it.  I'm  not  despairing  a  bit,  but  you  must  ad¬ 
mit  that  the  sky  don’t  look  particularly  bright.” 

“It  will  brighten.  Hark!  There  is  someone  outside 
the  door!  Don’t  talk  any  more  just  now.” 

Whoever  was  outside  did  not  come  in,  nor  did  the 
Bradys  see  anyone  for  an  hour. 

The  bandages  over  their  eyes  had  been  Temoved  upon 
the  arrival  on  board  the  yacht,  but  their  hands  were  still 
tied. 

At  last  the  yacht  ran  in  somewhere,  and  stopped. 

The  “whip”  man  now  appeared. 

“Youse  go  ashore  now,”  he  said.  “Take  my  advice  and 
make  no  trouble.” 

He  had  been  drinking,  and  his  speech  was  decidedly 
thick. 

WTien  they  got  on  deck  they  found  his  companion  in  a 
worse  condition. 

This  man  was  actually  drunk,  and  his  efforts  to  con¬ 
ceal  it  were  laughable. 

The  yacht  had  dropped  anchor  near  a  wooded  shore. 

The  night  was  a  bright  one,  as  the  moon  was  at  her 

full. 

One  glance  was  sufficient  to  show  Old  King  Brady  that 
they  were  in  the  neighborhood  of  Tarrytown,  for  the 
“Hook”  Mountain  was  plainly  visible  on  the  other  side 

of  the  river. 

The  shore  here  was  densely  wooded.  Houses  could  be 
dimly  seen  at  a  distance,  but  there  was  none  in  this  im¬ 
mediate  vicinity. 

The  Bradys  were  lowered  into  a  boat,  and  the  whip 
man  followed. 

The  other  fellow  now  started  to  descend  the  ladder. 

The  result  was  just  what  might  have  been  expected. 

He  mi--od  his  footing,  and  went  overboard. 

The  scene  which  followed  was  comical. 

Each  of  the  pair  accused  the  other  of  being  drunk. 

At  last  the  fellow,  who  proved  to  be  a  good  swimmer, 
#f)>.  fjabed  out  and  hauled  back  on  deck. 

"But  him  away  somewhere!”  bawled  the  whip  man  to 


the  yacht  captain.  “I  don’t  want  the  drunken  wretch 
with  me,  that’s  sure!” 

The  torrent  of  abuse  which  he  got  from  his  companion 
would  not  look  well  in  print. 

“Mr.  Whip”  had  his  way,  however,  and  he  was  pulled 
ashore  with  his  pTisoneTs. 

They  landed  at  a  point  where  a  road  came  down  to  the 
shore  out  of  the  woods. 

Here  stood  a  large  automobile,  but  there  appeared  to  be 
no  one  in  charge  of  it. 

“Where  in  Sam  Hill  is  the  shuffer!”  bawled  Mr.  Whip. 
“Has  he  gone  off  and  left  his  machine?” 

It  looked  so. 

The  fellow  hallooed  until  he  was  hoarse,  but  no  one 
appeared. 

“We  must  get  back,”  declared  one  of  the  boatmen. 
“The  boss’s  orders  was  that  we  should  not  remain  here  an 
unnecessary  minute.” 

“Go  on,  then!  I  don’t  want  yer,”  retorted  Whip.  “I 
can  run  this  machine  myself,  and  I  can  find  the  way,  I 
guess.” 

The  boat  then  departed. 

Whip  was  now  very  much  on  the  growl. 

“Say,  Brady,”  he  exclaimed,  “this  is  a  nice  note,  isn’t 
it?  The  idea  of  leaving  me  single-handed  to  manage  youse 
two!  Did  you.  ever  hear  the  like?” 

“Are  you  a  detective?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 

“Yes,  I  am,  old  man,  and  as  good  a  one  as  you,  anny  day 
in  the  week,  in  spite  of  yer  big  name — see?” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  doubt  that.  I’m  getting  old  and  past  my 
usefulness.” 

“That’s  what  you  are.” 

“I  had  about  made  up  my  mind  that  this  should  be  my 
last  case.  By  the  way,  what  office  are  you  with?” 

“None  of  your  blame  business.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right.  I  was  only  thinking  that  you  fel¬ 
lows  don’t  get  any  too  much  pay.  I’m  worth  a  few  dollars, 
as  you  may  know.” 

.  “I  don’t  know  nothing  about  it,  but  I’ve  heard  it  said 
that  you  were  as  rich  as  mud.” 

“Perhaps  we  could  come  to  terms,  friend?  This  seems 
to  be  a  good  opportunity.” 

“No,  no!  I  am  as  ready  to  take  a  bone  as  the  next  man 
in  the  business,  but  it  can’t  be  done  in  this  case.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  I’ve  got  a  steady  engagement  hanging  on  the 
success  of  this  deal,  if  you  want  to  know.  Get  in  now. 
I’m  not  going  to  wait  for  that  fellow  anny  longer.” 

“But  do  you  know  how  to  manage  the  machine?” 

“I  know  how  to  manage  you,  old  man!”  roared  Whip, 
suddenly  drawing  his  revolver,  and  pointing  it  “at  Old 
King  Brady’s  head.  “Get  in  now,  or  I’ll  shoot  youse  both, 
and  kick  yer  carcasses  into  de  river.” 

There  seemed  to  be  nothing  for  it  hut  to  comply. 

So  the  Bradys  allowed  themselves  to  be  boosted  into  the 
back  seat,  and  Whip  started  the  auto  up  the  hill. 
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Soon  they  came  upon  the  highway,  where  he  turned 
north,  giving  the  auto  full  head. 

In  a  minute  they  passed  a  little  frame  building,  in  which 
was  a  saloon. 

A  man  was  just  coming  out  of  the  door. 

He  gave  a  shout  as  he  saw  the  machine  go  shooting  by. 

“Hey!  Say!  Stop!”  he  cried.  “What  are  you  doing 
with  that  automobile?” 

Whip  tried  to  stop  the  best  he  knew. 

Trouble  was  he  didn’t  know  his  business. 

Instead  of  checking  speed,  he  turned  on  more  power. 

Perhaps  the  stuff  lie  had  drank  was  responsible  for  the 
trouble. 

At  all  events,  they  went  flying  forward  like  the  wind. 

The  man,  who  was  probably  the  chauffeur,  made  a  wild 
dash  after  them,  but  was,  of  course,  soon  left  far  in  the 
•rear. 

“You’ll  kill  yourself  and  us,  tool”  shouted  Old  King 
Brady.  “Turn  your  lever  the  other  way,  you  fool!” 

“Mind  your  own  blame  business!”  bawled  Whip. 

He  twisted  and  turned  the  lever  wildly. 

The  result  was  what  might  have  been  expected. 

The  auto  swrerved  from  the  road,  and  for  an  instant 
death  seemed  to  stare  the  Bradys  in  the  face. 

The  machine  tore  through*'  a  rail  fence,  and  started 
over  a  stretch  of  pasture  land. 

Now  at  last  the  fellow  succeeded  in  checking  its  speed. 

But  just  as  he  did  this  the  auto  struck  a  big  stone. 

It  gave  a  leap  into  the  air,  and  almost  went  over. 

Out  flew  Whip,  with  a  despairing  cry. 

The  auto  ran  on  for  a  few  paces  and  stopped. 

Just  what  had  happened  to  bring  about  this  result  the 
Bradys  never  troubled  themselves  to  ascertain. 

The  next  they  knew  they  were  thrown  violently  against 
each  other,  and  enveloped  in  a  suffocating  smoke. 

Out  they  fell  upon  the  grass,  Harry  on  top. 

The  forward  wheel  had  come  off,  and  the  only  wonder 
was  that  the  machine  had  been  able  to  run  even  that 
short  distance  after  the  shock  it  had  received. 

Something  had  set  the  gasolene  tank  blazing,  and  it  was 
evident  that  the  auto  was  doomed. 

Harry  rolled  off  of  Old  King  Brady,  and  with  a  quick 
jump  regained  his  feet. 

But  this  stunt  was  beyond  the  power  of  the  old  detec¬ 
tive. 

There  he  lay  close  to  the  burning  automobile. 

“Boll  over,  Governor!  Boll  over  out  of  the  way!”  shout¬ 
ed  Harry.  “Your  clothes  will  go  ablaze  if  you  lie  there!” 

“Upon  my  soul,  I  don’t  know  that  I  can  even  do  that 
much,  I  am  so  shaken  up  by  the  fall,”  growled  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “But  I’ll  try.” 

With  considerable  effort  he  managed  to  roll  out  of  the 
way. 

“Where  is  that  drunken  fool?”  he  demanded. 

“Don’t  know!  Dead,  like  enough.  Here,  let  me  get 
vou  on  your  feet.” 

m  r 

“You  can’t  do  it,  Harrv.” 

'  m 


“Yes,  I  can.” 

Harry  turned  his  back  to  Old  King  Brady,  and  by  squat¬ 
ting  down  managed  to  get  a  grip  on  his  coat  collar. 

Thus  he  lifted  him  to  a  sitting  position,  and  by  a  second 
effort  got  him  on  his  feet. 

By  this  time  the  auto  was  blazing  away  in  great  shape. 

“This  is  going  to  bring  people  here  in  a  minute,”  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “If  we  could  only  get  rid  of  these  infer¬ 
nal  cords  now  would  be  our  time  to  find  out  who  the  ma¬ 
chine  belongs  to,  and  all  about  it;  but  we  don’t  want  to 
get  caught  here  in  this  shape.” 

“Indeed  we  don’t.  Some  of  these  jays  will  be  running 
us  to  jail.” 

“Bight.  Let’s  make  for  that  bit  of  woods  over  there 
and  wait.” 

It  was  only  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  to  the  end  of  the 
pasture  lot  and  a  strip  of  woods. 

The  Bradys  crawled  between  the  bars  of  the  old-fash¬ 
ioned  rail  fence,  and  got  in  among  the  trees. 

“This  is  all  right,”  said  Harry.  “We  can  easy  get  rid  of 
these  cords  now.” 

“I’ll  rub  mine  against  this  rail,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“It  won’t  take  but  a  minute  to  cut  them  through.” 

“Indeed  you  won’t.  That’s  my  job.  You  stand  still, 
Governor,  and  get  your  breath.” 

The  cord  with  which  Harry  was  tied  was  just  ordinary 
stout  twine  ,and  by  rubbing  his  hands  back  and  forth  over 
the  fence  rail  he  very  soon  parted  it. 

“Free!”  he  cried,  and  whipping  out  his  knife  he  put 
Old  King  Brady  in  the  sarn'e  condition. 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Now  we  are 
in  the  swim  again.  Is  there  anybody  over  there?” 

“Not  yet.” 

“Then  come;  we  will  see  what  has  become  of  our  man.” 

Climbing  over  the  fence,  the  Bradys  started  for  the 
burning  automobile. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

LIGHT  AHEAD  AT  LAST.  i 

The  flames  were  ascending  high  from  the  burning  auto 
when  the  Bradys  reached  it,  but  as  yet  no  one  had  put  iu 
an  appearance.  It  was  easy  to  trace  back  the  course  of  the 
burning  vehicle  over  the  pasture,  and  in  a  minute  thev 
came  to  the  rock  which  had  caused  the  accident. 

Here,  lying  face  down  upon  the  grass,  was  the  drunken 
detective.  ' 

“Dead!  ’  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady;  and  so  it  proved. 

The  man’s  neck  had  been  broken  by  the  fall. 

“W  ell,  upon  mv  word,  he  got  his  dose  all  right.”  said 
Harry. 

“That’s  what,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Just  keep 
nn  eye  out  while  I  make  sure.” 

1  he  old  detective,  who  is  a  good  deal  of  a  doctor  in  his 
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own  wav.  hastily  examined  into  the  condition  of  the  man, 
and  found  it  as  we  have  said. 

"He  has  met  with  his  just  deserts,”  declared  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “I'll  just  see  what  he  has  in  his  pockets.  It  may 
give  us  a  clew.  Ha!  Here  is  his  name  on  his  shirt — J. 
McNally.” 

"lie  must  he  one  of  Old  King  Copper’s  private  detec¬ 
tives!"  cried  Harry.  “One  of  the  two  who  resigned  in 
such  a  hurrv.” 

“Exactly,  and  that  other  fellow  was  probably  Jones. 
Both  sold  out  to  this  rascally  copper  syndicate,  no  doubt.” 

Hastily  Old  King  Brady  ran  his  hands  through  the 
mail’s  pockets. 

What  he  found  had  no  bearing  on  the  business,  how¬ 
ever. 

“Two  men  coming  in  from  the  road!”  cried  Harrv. 

The  old  detective  straightened  up,  and  faced  the  new¬ 
comers,  who  were  running  over  the  pasture. 

“This  way,  friends!”  he  shouted.  “There  is  a  dead 
man  here.” 

The  pair,  who  proved  to  be  a  couple  of  countrymen, 
came  hurrying  up. 

“What’s  happened  him?”  demanded  one. 

“We  know  no  more  than  you  do,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “We  just  happened  to  be  passing,  and  saw  the 
fire,  but  I  take  him  to  be  the  driver  of  that  machine.” 
“Is  he  dead?” 

“Yes;  his  neck  is  broken.” 

“Blame  him;  it  ought  to  be!  Them  automobolists  think 

thev  own  the  earth.” 

•/ 

“Don’t  be  too  hard  on  the  poor  man  now  he  is  dead. 
I  wonder  whose  auto  it  can  be?” 

“Been  up  there?” 

“No.” 

“Let’s  go,  then.  There’s  only  one  person  right  around 
here  what  owns  an  automobile,  and  he  is  Col.  Tpm  Sprin¬ 
ger.” 

“Come  on,”  said  the  old  detective,  and  they  started  for 
the  burning  machine. 

“Yas;  that  ’ere’s  Kun’l  Springer’s  mashine!”  drawled 
the  second  countryman.  w 

“It  has  no  number  on  it,”  remarked  Harry. 

“Waal,  thaPs  so,  tew,  but  it’s  Kun’l  Springer’s,  all 

right.” 

“Are  you  going  to  Tarrytown?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
“Yas.” 

“We  ’re  heading  the  other  way.  Perhaps  you’ll  under¬ 
take  to  notify  the  authorities?” 

The  man  agreed  to  this. 

There  was  further  talk. 

Casually  Old  King  Brady  inquired  where  Col.  Springer 

lirecl. 

He  got  the  direction. 

The  colonel’s  house  was  about  a  mile  distant,  it  ap¬ 
peared. 

While  they  were  talking  the  man  who  had  come  out  of 
/.  i',i]oon  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  pasture  lot. 


He  came  running  up  in  a  great  state  of  excitement. 

“Will  he  know  us?”  whispered  Harry. 

“I  doubt  it,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “We  shall  have 
to  take  our  chances,  anyway.” 

“Those  infernal  clothes  of  yours  will  give  us  away 
sure,”  growled  Harry. 

“Cut  that  out,”  retorted  the  old  detective.  “My  clothes 
may  win  this  fight  for  us  yet.” 

The  newcomer  proved  to  be  an  insignificant  sort  of  per¬ 
son,  and  half  full  of  whisky  at  that. 

If  he  recognized  the  Bradys  as  the  prisoners  he  had  seen 
in  the  automobile  he  showed  it  by  no  sign. 

“What  happened  to  it?”  he  demanded.  “That’s  Col. 
Springer’s  auto,  I  suppose  you  know.” 

“I  know  nothing  about  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  were  just  passing.  This  gentleman  said  it  was  Col. 
Springer’s,  whoever  he  may  be.” 

“He’s  my  boss.  A  fellow  stole  this  machine,  and  this 
is  what  comes  of  it.  I  shall  get  the  bounce  sure.” 

“Where  were  you  when  he  stole  it?”  demanded  one  of 
the  countrymen.  “In  Haggerty’s,  tanking  up?” 

“Mind  your  own  business,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  noth¬ 
ing  to  you  where  I  was.” 

“There’s  a  dead  man  lying  back  there  a  piece,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “Probably  lie  is  the  thief!” 

Just  then  an  auto  stopped  on  the  road,  and  two  men 
sprang  out. 

“Thunder!  There’s  the  boss  now!”  gasped  the  man. 

Without  another  word  he  started  for  the  woods  on  the 
run. 

The  Bradys  exchanged  glances  and  moved  away. 

“Time  for  disappearing,”  whispered  Harry. 

“It  certainly  is,”  was  the  reply.  “Our  usefulness  is  all 
over  here.” 

They  struck  across  the  pasture  at  an  oblique  angle,  and 
gained  the  road  at  some  distance  from  the  automobile. 

Two  other  men  had  come  from  the  machine,  leaving  no 
one  behind  them  but  the  chauffeur. 

“If  we  could  have  captured  that  fellow  and  got  him 
over  on  our  side,  it  would  have  been  great,”  remarked 
Harry. 

“Exactly  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “But  it  did  not 
work  that  way.” 

“This  is  a  strange  twist  to  the  case.” 

“That’s  what  it  is.  But  now,  Harry,  we  must  make  the 
most  we  can  out  of  it.  I  think  there  is  yet  a  chance  to 
get  hold  of  that  chauffeur.” 

“How?” 

“Think.  It  is  out  of  such  happenings  as  those  that  one 
learns  to  be  a  detective.  I  have  a  scheme  in  my  head  fcr 
putting  my  finger  right  on  that  man.  See  if  you  can 
figure  out  what  it  is  for  yourself.” 

“He  said  he  would  get  the  bounce  for  what  he  had 
done.” 

“Yes,  and  he  meant  it.  He’ll  never  go  back  to  Tom 
Springer  with  the  destruction  of  that  fine  auto  on  his 
shoulders.” 
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"Then  he  will  probably  head  for  Haggerty’s  saloon  and 
lay  in  a  few  more  drinks.” 

"Right.  And  to  Haggerty’s  we  hie  ourselves  forth¬ 
with.” 

"Can’t  you.  disguise  yourself,  Governor?” 

"Not  I.” 

"You  hare  got  the  materials  for  half  a  dozen  disguises 
about  you,  as  you  very  well  know.” 

"Right;  but  I  won’t  use  them.  I’m  going  ahead  just  as 
I  am.” 

Harry  groaned. 

"That  infernal  hat  and  coat  of  yours  will  be  the  death 
of  us  yet,”  he  said.  # 

"Shut  up!  Come  on,”  was  the  reply. 

They  walked  on  past  the  automobile,  of  which  Old  King 
Brady  noted  the  number. 

The  chauffeur  merely  glanced  at  them. 

Over  in  the  pasture  they  could  see  that  the  crowd  was 
about  the  dead  detective. 

"Harry,”  whispered  Old  King  Brady,  "this  is  the  turn¬ 
ing  point  in  our  case.  Mark  what  I  say.” 

"What  do  you  mean?” 

"Just  this:  I  have  observed  for  years  that  such  rascals 
as  this  man  Springer  always  seem  to  get  just  so  far  in 
their  rascality,  and  then  things  begin  to  go  against  them. 
Once  the  change  comes  it  all"  seems  to  go  the  other  way.” 

Harry  made  no  answer. 

He  sometimes  gets  tired  of  Old  King  Brady’s  wise  say¬ 
ings,  and  he  felt  that  way  now. 

He  looked  back  to  see  if  the  chauffeur  was  coming,  but 
there  was  no  one  visible  on  the  road  but  the  man  in  the 
automobile. 

The  Bradys  pushed  on  until  they  came  to  the  little 
roadside  saloon. 

It  was  now  nearly  eleven  o’clock,  but  the  place  was  still 
lighted  up. 

"Ohce  more,  Governor,  will  you  turn  that  coat?”  de¬ 
manded  Harry. 

"No,  I  won’t!”  retorted  Old  King  Brady.  "Let’s  have 
no  more  of  that  now!” 

And  one  minute  later  Harry  had  to  admit  that  he  was 
all  wrong. 

They  entered  the  saloon. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  place  but  a  big  red-whiskered 
man,  who  stood  behind  the  bar — evidently  the  proprietor 
of  the  place. 

"Be  the  powers,  an’  it’s  me  ould  friend,  Mr.  Brady!”  he 
cried.  “Wull,  wull,  wull!  It’s  a  sight  for  sore  eyes  to  see 
you  agin,  so  it  is!” 

Out  came  the  glad  hand. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  it  a  hearty  shake. 

"Upon  ray  word,  Mike,  though  I  saw  the  name  over  the 
door  I  never  dreamed  it  was  you!”  the  detective  ex¬ 
claimed. 

"Let  me  introduce  Young  King  Brady,  mv  partner,” 
he  then  added. 

"Harry,  this  is  Mike  Haggerty,  who  worked  for  me 


away  hack  in  the  seventies,  and  a  fine  man  for  certain 
lines  of  work  he  was,  too.” 

Haggerty  nearly  crushed  Harry’s  hand  in  his  fat  paw. 

"Ah,  thim  was  the  times,  Mr.  Braxly!”  he  cried.  "Do 
you  mind  the  night  I  steered  the  river  thieves  into  your 
hands  at  the  foot  of  East  21st  street,  by  the  gag-house 
dock?” 

"Indeed  I  do,  Mike.” 

"Didn’t  we  bag  them  slick?” 

“Yes;  and  you  got  a  bullet  in  your  jaw  that  night,  and 
have  had  to  wear  your  big  red  whiskers  to  conceal  the  scar 
ever  since.” 

"True  for  yer.  But  I  seen  Jack  Lynch,  who  shot  me, 
go  on  to  the  gallows  in  the  Tombs  yard,  so  I  did.  But 
what  brings  yer  here,  boss?  Fust  of  all,  what  will  youse 
have  to  drink?  Sure,  the  best  in  the  house  isn’t  half 
good  enough  for  Old  King  Brady,  and  that’s  true!” 

Here, was  luck! 

The  Bradys  had  found  a  friend. 

Rough  as  Mike  Haggerty  was,  he  was  still  a  man  in 
whom  the  old  detective  felt  absolute  confidence. 

Without  an  instant’s  delay  he  began  questioning  him 
about  Col.  Springer. 

"Do  I  know  him?  Why,  sure,  an’  he  is  a  blamed  ras¬ 
cal!”  cried  Haggerty.  “He  lives  in  a  big  house  bey  out 
here,  all  along  with  the  servants  since  his  wife  died  five 
years  ago.  The  drunken  mob  he  entertaynes  up  there 
would  shame  a  Sixth  Ward  mixed-ale  house  in  the  ould 
days,  an’  yet  he’s  the  man  who  tried  to  have  me  license 
took  away  and  me  place  closed  up  for  fear  it  would  injure 
the  morals  of  the  town.” 

This  speech  was  enough. 

Old  King  Brady  at  once  launched  out  and  told  Mike 
Haggerty  the  whole  case. 

"Can  you  help  me,  Mike?”  he  asked. 

"Sure  I  can,”  was  the  reply.  "I  towld  that  feller  he 
was  drinking  too  much,  hut  he  wouldn’t  listen.  If  you 
want  to  go  up  to  Springer’s,  g’wan.  It’s  meself  who  will 
chase  down  to  Bob  Fitchett  the  sheriff  and  get  him  up 
there  with  a  posse.  If  this  ould  man  is  held  a  prisoner 
then  we’ll  blame  soon  have  him  out,  for  Boh  is  a  friend 
of  mine.” 

Something  of  that  sort  had  better  be  our  programme.” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  "But  here  comes  someone  now.” 

The  door  opened,  and  in  walked  the  runaway  chauffeur.  • 

Old  King  Brady  promptly  pounced  upon  him. 

My  friend,  he  said,  displaying  his  shield,  "we  are  de¬ 
tectives.  You  are  under  arrest!” 

"Hurroo!”  cried  Haggerty.  "Them’s  the  Bradys,  Bill!  i 
Make  terms  wit  ’em  while  ye  can,  or  they’ll  send  you  up  } 
the  river  for  a  hundred  years.” 


CHAPTER  XIL 


CONCLUSION. 

Bill  Behrends  was  the  name  of  the  chauffeur. 

He  promptly  collapsed  when  he  saw  what  he  hod  run  up 
against  in  Mike  Haggerty’s  saloon. 
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“You  can't  do  nothing  with  me,”  he  whined.  “I  wasn’t 
ranr.ing  the  machine.” 

“The  loss  of  Colonel  Springer's  automobile  is  not  the 
case  in  point  at  all,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You 
have  got  an  old  man  held  as  a  prisoner  up  at  your  boss’s 


“Is  it  so,  or  is  it  not  so?” 

“It's  the  boss’s  business,  not  mine.” 

“Listen.  Five  hundred  to  you  if  you  help  us  free  that 
man  to-night.  Jail  for  yours  if  you  refuse.” 

t:An'  you  Fill  get  your  money  if  Mr.  Brady  promises 
it,”  Mike  Haggerty  put  in. 

“Will  I  be  wanted  to  testify  against  the  boss,  or  will  I 
be  let  go?”  the  fellow  asked. 

“Let  go  with  the  cash  in  your  pocket  right  now  as  soon 
as  the  job  is  done.” 

“Fm  your  man.” 

“Ha!  I  thought  so!  Is  the  old  man  there?” 

“Yes.  He  is  John  H.  Dodgling,  of  New  York.” 

“So?  He  is  the  man  we  want.” 

“It  would  have  been  dead  easy  to  get  him  an  hour 
ago.  I  don’t  know  about  it  now  that  the  boss  has  come 
home.” 

“You  were  told  to  have  your  auto  ready  for  two  more 
prisoners  to-night?” 

“Yes.” 

“Were  you  told  who  they  were?” 

“No.  I  was  telephoned.  No  names  were  mentioned  at 

all.” 

“Who’s  yacht  were  they  to  come  in  ?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Not  Springer’s?” 

“No.  His  is  being  repaired.” 

“What  part  of  the  house  is  Mr.  Dodgling  confined 

in?” 

“He  is  in  a  room  on  the  ground  floor.  It  won’t  be  no 
trouble  to  get  at  him.” 

“Does  he  know  where  he  is?” 

“No.” 

“Does  he  know  who  has  got  him?” 

“Oh,  yes;  he  knows  it’s  the  boss.  He  don’t  know  the 
rest  of  the  gang,  though.” 

“Do  you  happen  to  know  how  he  was  captured?” 

“He  was  took  in  the  boss’s  office  by  a  lot  of  masked 
men,  be  told  me.  They  brought  him  up  the  river  on  a 
yacht,  and  I  fetched  him  up  to  the  house  in  the  automo¬ 
bile.” 

“Then  you  will  go  with  us  now?” 


“Yes;  any  time.” 
Old  King  Brady 
had  a  little  talk. 

The  np« 
Tarrytown 
aTy  walked  on 
e  was  called. 
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The  fire  was  out  when  they  passed  the  scene  of  the  acci¬ 
dent. 

Nobody  could  he  seen  in  the  pasture. 

Whether  McNally’s  body  had  been  removed  or  not  the 
detectives  could  not  tell. 

Covering  another  mile,  the  Bradys  ascended  the  hill  and 
Behrends  pointed  out  Walnut  Lodge. 

It  was  a  handsome  frame  structure  of  considerable  size, 
standing  well  hack  from  the  road,  and  surrounded  by 
trees. 

“Do  we  wait  for  Haggerty  and  the  sheriff?”  demanded 
Harry. 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I’m  going  to  try  to 
get  Mr.  Dodgling  out  first.  As  for  the  arrest  of  these  peo¬ 
ple,  it  should  be  easily  accomplished.  I  understand  from 
Hagerty  that  the  sheriff  has  a  particular  dislike  to  Col¬ 
onel  Tom  Springer,  and  that  he  will  leave  no  stone  un¬ 
turned  to  take  him.  It  is  nothing  to  us  whether  he 
does  or  not.  We  are  working  for  young  Jack  Dodgling, 
and  all  we  have  agreed  to  do  is  to  find  his  father  and  set 
him  free.” 

“Perhaps  Old  King  Copper  won’t  care  to  have  any  ar¬ 
rests  made.” 

“Exactly  what  I  am  thinking.” 

“On  what  charge  will  the  sheriff  arrest  him?” 

“Charge  of  abducting  Old  King  Copper  and  holding 
him  a  prisoner.  I  make  the  complaint.”  • 

“Will  you  come  on  now?”  asked  Behrends.  “Chances 
are  them  fellers  is  all  tanking  up  in  the  boss’s  buffet.  Yk>u 
ought  to  see  it!  You’d  think  he  was  running  a  saloon.1” 

“Lead  on,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “If  I  get  the  chance 
I’ll  arrest  Col.  Springer  myself.” 

Keeping  clear  of  the  driveway  they  advanced  through 
the  grounds  until  they  came  to  the  left  wing  of  the  big 
house. 

Here  there  was  a  long  window  which  opened  upon  a  sort 
of  helvidere,  from  which  a  view  of  the  river  could  be 
had. 

“That’s  the  room,”  said  Behrends,  pointing.  “They 
have  got  him  in  there.” 

“Is  he  tied  up?” 

“No.  He  has  the  freedom  of  the  room.  Them  bars  on 
the  outside  of  the  window  keep  him  from  escaping.” 

“Who  had  charge  of  him?” 

“I  did.” 

“Do  you  know  what  Col.  Springer  wants  of  him?” 

“No.  Every  time  they  had  their  talk  I  was  sent  away. 
I  don’t  know  nothing  about  that  part  of  the  business, 
boss?” 

“What  are  the  chances  of  our  being  interfered  with?” 

“Mighty  slim.  There’s  only  the  gardener  on  the  place, 
arid  the  Japanese  cook.  He  does  all  the  work  of  the  house 
with  the  gardener’s  and  my  help.” 

“Come,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  tackle  this 
problem  right  now.” 

They  went  up  on  the  helvidere,  and  Old  King  Bjrady 
examined  the  bars. 


took  Haggerty  to  one  side  and  they 

hot  of  it  was  that  the  saloonkeeper  started  for 
in  hi-  light  wagon,  and  the  Bradys  and  their- 
toward  Walnnt  Lodge,  as  Col.  Springer’s 
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They  were  just  small  iron  rods  screwed  to  the  wood¬ 
work. 

The  detective  produced  a  small  screwdriver,  and  Harry 
another. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  they  had  every  bar  removed. 

Old  King  Brady  now  examined  the  window  fastening. 

“Is  this  window  nailed?”  he  asked. 

“No,”  replied  Behrends. 

“Anything  behind  that  curtain  to  keep  us  from  break¬ 
ing  right  in?” 


“No.” 

The  old  detective  produced  a  long,  thin  knife-blade 
which  he  noiselessly  inserted  between  the  sashes,  and 
pushed  the  fastening  back. 

It  moved  with  a  loud  click. 

The  detective  withdrew  the  knife  and  waited. 

At  the  same  instant  a  voice  exclaimed  inside. 

“Well,  Mr.  Old  King  Copper,  how  do  you  find  your¬ 
self  to-night?” 

“The  boss!”  breathed  Behrends.  “Say,  I’ve  done  my 
part.  I  ought  to  be  let  go.” 

‘•Right,”  whispered  the  old  detective,  “and  go  you 
shall.  Here’s  your  cash.” 

He  counted  out  $500,  and  placed  it  in  Behrends’  hand. 

“Much  obliged,”  said  the  fellow.  “You’re  a  gentle¬ 
man.  I’ve  got  out  of  this  snap  mighty  lucky,  I  think. 
Good-night.” 

He  was  off  like  a  streak. 

Meanwhile  a  mumbling  'voice  had  answered  Col.  Tom 
Springer. 

Presumably  this  was  the  voice  of  Old  King  Copper,  but 
it  was  impossible  to  make  out  words. 

Thus,  of  the  conversation  which  followed,  the  Bradys 
only  heard  one  side. 

“You  say  you  won’t  sign? 

“You  will  have  to  come  to  it. 

“Fraleigh  is  dead.  It  will  have  to  be  an  order  on  your 
son  now.  He  has  taken  charge  of  your  affairs. 

“You  won’t  sign?  Oh,  yes,  you  will!  This  is  the  last 
call.  It  is  to  be -done  to-night,  or  tQ-morrow  I  call  in 
the  reporters  and  give  them  the  facts  in  the  Merger 
deal. 

“Yes,  I  will.  That  will  put  you  on  the  run.  I  shall 
simply  kick  you  out  of  here  to-morrow  after  the  papers 
are  filled  with  accounts  of  your  rascality.” 

“We  have  waited  long  enough,  Harry,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  in  a  whisper.  “Now  is  the  time  to  spring  our 
trap.” 

With  one  quick  movement  Old  King  Brady  threw  up 
the  window  sash  and  tore  the  curtain  aside. 

There  sat  old  Dodgling,  with  Col.  Tom  Springer  stand¬ 
ing  in  front  of  him. 

“Flames  and  furies!”  cried  the  colonel.  “Who  are  you? 
What  is  this?” 

“Only  the  Bradys  turning  the  tables  on  you,  Colonel 
Tom!”  said  the  old  detective,  covering  him  with  his  revol¬ 


ver. 


“Thank  heaven!”  gasped  Old  King  Copper,  staggering 
to  his  feet.  “Get  me  out  of  here  and  I’ll  pay  you  any 
reward  you  may  name!” 

The  first  part  of  Old  King  Copper’s  proposition  the 
Bradys  speedily  fulfilled. 

Within  three  minutes  they  were  on  the  march. 

Col.  Tom  Springer  went  ahead,  handcuffed,  and  covered 
with  Harry’s  revolver. 

When  they  reached  the  road  they  met  the  sherifT  with  a 
posse,  who  had  come  in  two  wagons. 

Mike  Haggerty  was.  with  them. 

“Sheriff,  put  that  man  under  arrest!”  cried  Old  King 
Brady.  “Mr.  Dodgling  here  will  appear  against  him  and 
make  the  charge.” 

“Do  it  at  your  peril,  Dodgling!”  snarled  Col.  Springer. 
“Do  it  and  I’ll  make  you  sick.” 

“No,  no!”  whined  Old  King  Copper.  “I — I  can’t  do  it, 
gentlemen.  It’s  all  a  mistake.  I — I  have  no  complaint  to 
make.  Oh,  for  heaven  sake  take  me  home!” 

A  pair  of  disgusted  detectives!  \ 

An  angry  sheriff! 

A  triumphant  soundrel. 

A  cowardly  old  millionaire  crook. 

Such  was  the  bunch  at  the  gate  of  Walnut  Lodge  that 
night. 

As  the  Bradys  did  not  care  to  personally  complain 
against  Col.  Springer,  the  broker  was  allowed  to  go,  and 
the  detectives  took  Old  King  Copper  home  and  turned 
him  over  to  his  son. 

And  this  ended  the  case. 

The  copper  conspirators  had  depressed  the  market,  and 
the  result  was  heavy  losses. 

Col.  Tom  Springer  went  broke,  and  so  did  several  others 
of  the  gang. 

The  Bradys’  case  fell  flat. 

Superintendent  Robbins  disappeared,  and  Col.  Springer 
also  left  New  York  within  a  week. 

Meanwhile  Old  King  Copper  was  around  as  usual. 

Jack  called  on  the  Bradys,  and  thanked  them,  asking 
them  to  send  in  their  bill. 

“We  will  leave  that  to  }rour  father,”  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  for  such  is  his  peculiar  way  of  doing  business. 

Next  day  came  a  check  for  $5,000. 

And  this  ended  the  case  of  The  Bradys  and  Old  King 
Copper. 

THE  END. 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 

A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

E&rti  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover. 
Host  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subject* 
mentioned.  '  _ ; _ 

THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  T. 


>  MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap- 

S roved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
iseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  -C .  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize, ”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY. — Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE. — Containing  valuable  and  in- 
*tructive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
Seeding  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  tne  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
«nd  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

-  FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  time  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraeulum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC.  * 

No.  0.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
In  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  .self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  ditfer- 
*nt  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy'nnd  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword:  also  instruction  in  drebery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  5i.  now  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
sxplanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
•leight-of-hnnd  ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  Illustrated. 


'  No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em- 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with,  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  IIOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  AoUerson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  JL 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  llats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By- A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  w.ith  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer  ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive :  “together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  JEolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Rovaf  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS. — Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


XT  LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old. 

No  12.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES. — Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN. — 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  aubjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
booK,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  vour  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and.  in  fact,  evervbody  and  anv- 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  everv  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book 

.N.°-  V-H°w  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY  —Con 
Lu~n*i  l  lus,ructlons  for  writing  letters  on  almost  ant  •uhject  . 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  specimen  letters. 


THE  STAGE. 

HOYS  OF  N KTW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
iin^:  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 

lit Ge* hook  °  amateur  miustrels  is  complete  without 

\  .  rg»  apis  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 

atiit ng  a  vanw  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro.  Dutch 

m^t  au!l  am  tfeur  shows  8  Jokes*  Just  tlie  thing  for  home  arnuse- 

ANn  imcv  ROtlsis  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 

.wV.ii  >  V*  !V-  ~onJ*?t^IHr  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
-'"Id  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 


bOT 


ou 


■Muamg  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

.  LDOONs  JOKES.— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

Jo*?  h°°ks  e,ver  Published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor!  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
lerrence  Muidoon.  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
t..»  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  lO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
•tage :  together  w 1  fh  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 

v  lCc^rteM'onri-?f0TPT1lt^r^?aTAT-By  a  Proiuineut  Stage  Manager. 

No  SO.  Gl  W  I  ELI  AMS  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecnotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOWT  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW”  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  auytking  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birdsl 


ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW”  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
•tc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  04.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction' 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.- Bennett.  Fully-illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW”  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 


EVENING  PARTY.— A 
A  complete  compendium 
recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
It  contains  more  for  the 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  ami  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  40.  iOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar« 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  it 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW”  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsoma 
little  book  just  issued  lay  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 

how  trt  flnH  full  HirAPtinno  f  AC  11  i  tv  or  nff  i  tv  nil  nnnnlo  i» 


liow  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lov*, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


'  ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedv.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW”  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  PiRTV_ 

▼ery  valuable  little  book  just  published, 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic 
for  parlor  or  drawine-room  entertainment 
monev  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  QAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  .  . 

No  36  HOW”  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 

No  5°  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book, 'giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW”  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  b'Xik. '  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

So  13  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE. — It 
la  a  mat  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

i/ow  TO  Itifill A’ VE.— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
of  *  good*  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap- 
«4r  x  t  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 

m  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No  27  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

— Coata  oing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
^  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
readings. 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  ani 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW”  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY.  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS.— A  usefui  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bird*. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Kggdg 

No.' 50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
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'  No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
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No/  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
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ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 
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structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “IIow  to  Become  0 
West  Point  Military  Cadet." 
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